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ADVERTISEMENT. 



While there are already in existence so 
many Sdections, with the name, or on the 
plan, of* Elegant Extracts,* it may, 
perhaps, at first sight, he thought to require 
explanation, why another work of the same 
kind is added to the number. Such an 
explanation, and one which will be per- 
fectly satisfactory, it is, however, not diffi- 
call to give. ** Shall we," says Sterne, 
who, with a ludicrous inconsistency, bor- 
rows from Burton the very words of his 
complaint, " shall we for ever make new 
books, as apothecaries make new mixtures, 
by pouring out of one vessel into another ? 
Are we to be for ever twisting and un- 

twistingr the same rope ? for evet m ^"fc 
vol, I, Y> 
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«ame track? for ever in the same pace?" 
To that humble class of books which con- 
sists of selections this censure, though 
aimed at a different object, applies with 
peculiar force. Without meaning to denj 
that many of that class have considerable 
merit, it may safely be affirmed, that, in 
general, each of them bears too close a 
rese^mblance to its predecessors. The mix- 
ture is not merely, as it necessarily must 
be, poured out of one vessel into another ; 
it is almost the identical mixture which 
has often been poured out before. Accord- 
ingly, in a majority of the volumes which 
are formed of quotations from eminent 
authors, it will be found that there is a 
large portion which the purchaser con- 
siders as useless, because it was previously 
in his possession. On this score, the work 
which is now offered to the Public has 
nothing to fear from criticism. Whatever 
deficiency of taste or judgment the Editor 
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may have manifested, the selection which 
he has made has, at least, the recommen- 
dation of novelty. It contains not a single 
poem that has been printed in Sharpens 
* Elegant Extracts/ and very few pieces 
that have appeared in any publication of a 
similar nature. The sixth and last volume 
is on a plan entirely new ; it comprises a 
series of translations from the whole of 
the dead and the living languages. This 
has never yet been done, or even attempted, 
and the Editor flatters himself that, by 
thus taking a wider scope than has been 
taken by those who have gone before him, 
he has, in some degree, contributed to the 
pleasure of the Reader. 

R. A. D. 
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HYMN TO THE NATIVITY. 

INTRODUCTION. 

1 HIS 18 the month, and this the happy morn. 
Wherein the Son of Heayqn's Eternal King^ 
Of wedded maid and virgin mother bom, 
Our great redemption from above did bring; 
For so the holy sages once did sing, 

That he our deadly forfeit should release, 
And with his Father work us a perpetual peace. 

That glorious form, that light unsufferable, 
And that far beaming blase of majesty, 
Wherewith he wont at Heaven's high council-table 
To sit the midst of Trinal Unity, 
He laid aside ; and, here vnth us to be, 

Forsook the courts of everlasting day, [clay. 
And- chose with ua a darksome house of mortal 

veil. I. • B 



6*7, heavenly Miue ! ahall not thy sacred rein 

Afford B present to the infant God? 

Ha«t thou no verse, no hymn, or solemn strain. 

To welcome him to this his new abode. 

Now wliile the heaven, by the son's team untrod. 

Hath took no print of the approaching light, 
And all the spangled host keepwatchin •quftdrons 

bright T 
See, how from far, upon the eaatem road. 
The slar-led wizards haste with odours sweet : 
O I run, prevent them vrith thy humble ode, 
And lay it lowly at his blessed feet ; 
Have thou the honour Gtst thy Lord to greet. 

And- join thy voice unto the angel quire, 
From outliis eecretaltartouch'dwilh faidlow'dfire. 

It was the winter wild, 
While the heaven-bom child 

All meanly wrapp'd in the rude manger lie* ; 
Nature, in awe to liim, 
Had doff'd her gaud; trim, 

With her great Master to to eyn^thiEe : 
It was no eeason then for her 
To wanton with the sun, her lusty paramour. 
Only with speeches fuir 
She wooea the gentle air 

To hide her gnilty front with itmocent snow; 
And on her naked shame, 
Pollute with anfiil blame, 

The sainlty veil of maiden while to throw; 
Ctmfounded, that ber Maker't eyea - 
Should look w near apcm her fold ds((»mtti«& 
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But he, her fears to cease, 

Sent down the meek-eyed Peace ; 

She/Town'd with ottre green, came softly sliding 
Down through the taming sphere, 
His ready harbinger, 

With turtle wing the amorous clouds dividing ; 
And, waving wide her myrtle wand, 
She strikes a uniyersal peace through sea and land. 

Nor war nor battle's sound 
Was heard the world around : 

Hie idle spear and shield were high up hung ; 
The hooked chariot stood 
Unstain'd with hostile blood; 

Hie trumpet spake not to the armed throng ; 
And kings sat still with awful eye. 
As if they surely knew their sovran Lord was by. 

But peaceful was the night 
Wherein the Prince of Light 

His reign of peace upon the earth began : 
Hte winds, with wonder whist. 
Smoothly the waters kiss'd, 

Whispering new joys to the mild ocean ; 
Who now hath quite forgot to rave, [wave. 

While birds of calm sit brooding on the charmed 

The stars, with deep amaze. 
Stand fix'd in steadfast gaze. 

Bending one way their precious influence ; 
And will not take their flight. 
For all the morning light. 

Or Lodfer that often wam'd them thence ; 
But in their ghmmerhig orbs did glow, 
Vjaiil their Zordhiiaaelfbespakey and Ind tbem ^o. 
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And, thoQgli the shady gloom 
Had given day her room, 

The sun himaelf withheld his wonted speed, 
And hid his head for shame, 
As his inferior flame 

The new-enlighten'd world no more should need ; 
He saw a greater son appear [bear. 

Than his bright throne, or burning axle-tree, could 

. The shepherds on the lawn. 
Or ere the point of dawn, 

Sat simply chatting in a rustic row; 
Full little thought they then 
That the mighty Pan 

Was kindly come to live with them below ; 
Perhaps their loves, or else their sheep. 
Was all tiiat did their silly thoughts so busy ke^p. 

When such music sweet 

Their hearts and ears did greet. 

As never was by mortal finger strook ; 
Divinely warbled voice 
Answering the stringed noise, 

As all their souls in blissful rapture took ; 
The^air, such pleasure loath to lose, [close. 

With thousand echoes still prolongs each heavenly 

Nature that heard such sound. 
Beneath the hollow round 

Of Cynthia's seat, the aery region thrilling. 
Now was almost won 
'^^^\y^er part was done. 

And that her reign had here its last fulfilling : 

Coui^^^lJ^''^ ^^^^J alone 

^oujtibold all heaven and eai^mViJKevsw ^SMoa. 
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At last siuTounds their sight 

A globe of circular ilghty [array'd; 

That with long beams the shamefuied night 
The helmed Cherubim, 
The sworded Seraphim, 

Are seen in glittering ranks with wings displayed. 
Harping in loud and solemn quire, [Heir. 

With unexpressive noteSy to heaven's new-born 

Such music (as 'tis said) 
Before was never made, 

But when of old the sons of morning sung, 
While the Creator gpreat 
His constellations set. 

And the well balanced world on. hinges hung ; 
And cast the dark foundations deep, [keep. 

And bid the weltering waves their oosy channel 

Ring out, ye crystal spheres ! 
Once bless our human ears, 

If ye have power to touch our senses so ; 
And let your silver chime 
Move in melodious time ; 

And let the base of heaven's deep organ blow ; 
And, with your ninefold harmony. 
Make up full consort to the angelic symphony. 

For, if such holy song 
Enwrap our fancy long. 

Time will run back, and fetch the age of gold ; 
And speckled Vanity 
Will sicken soon and die. 

And leprous Sin will melt from earthly mould ; 
And Hell itself will pass away, VA^^ * 

And leBve Iter dohrouM maamoDA to the poeiiis^ 
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Yea, Truth and Justice then 
WiU down return to men, 

Orl/d in a rainbow ; and, like glories wearing, 
Mercy will sit between, 
Throned in celestial sheen, [ing ; 

With radiant feet the tissued clouds down steer- 
And HeaTen, as at some festiTal, 
Will open wide the gates of her high palace haH. 

But wisest Fate says no. 
This must not yet be so, 

The Babe yet lies in smiling infancy, 
That on the bitter cross 
Must redeem our loss ; 

So both himself and us to glorify : 
Yet first, to those ychain'd in sleep, ■ [the deep; 
The wakeful trump of doom must thunder through 

With such a horrid clang 

As on mount Sinai rang, [brake : 

While the red fire and smouldering clouds out 
The aged earth, aghast - 
With terror of that blast. 

Shall from the smface to the centre shake ; 
When, at the world's last session, [throne. 

The dreadful Judge in middle air shall spread his 

And then at last our bliss 
Full and perfect is, 

But now begins ;. for, from this happy day, 
The old Dragon, under ground 
In straiter limits bound. 

Not half so far casts his usurped sway ; 
And, wroth to see his kingdom fail. 
Swinges the scaly horror of his folded tail» 
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Tlie oracles are dmnby 
No voice or hideous hum 

Runs through the arched roof in words deceiTing. 
Apollo from his shrine 
Can no more diyine, 

With hollow shriek the steep of D«lpho6 leaving. 
No nightly trance, or breathed spell, [cell. 

Inspires the pale-eyed priest from the prophetic 

The lonely mountains o'er, 
And the resounding shore, 

A voice of weeping heard and loud lament ; 
From haunted spring and dale, 
Edged with poplar pale. 

The parting Genius is with sighing sent : 
With flower-inwoven tresses torn [mourn. 

The Nymphs in twilight shade of tangled thickets 

In consecrated earth. 

And on the holy hearth, [plaint; 

The Lars and Lemures moan with midnight 
In urns, and altars round, 
A drear and dying sound 

Affrights the Flamens at their service quaint; 
And the chill marble seems to sweat, [seat. 

While each peculiar Power foregoes bis wonted 

Peor and Baalim 
Forsake their temples dim. 

With that twice-batter'd god of Palestme ; 
And mooned Ashtaroth, 
Heaven's queen and mother both. 

Now sits not girt with tapers' holy shine ; 
The labyc Hammon shrinks his horn : [mourn. 
In vain the 1^309811 maids Iheir wounded Xhammujs 
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And sullen Moloch, fled, 
Hath left in shadows dread 

His bnming idol all of blackest hue : 
In vain with cymbals' ring 
They call the grisly king, 
. In dismai jiance about the furnace blue : 
The brutish Hfbds of Nile as last, 
Isis, and Orus, and the dog Anubis, haste. 

Nor is Osiris seen 

In Memphian grove or .green, [loud : 

Trampling the unshower'd grass with lowings 
Nor can he be at rest 
Within his sacred chest ; 

Nought but profoundest hell can be his'shroud : 
In Tain with timbrePd anthems dark 
The sable-stoled sorcerers bear his worshiped ark. 

He feels from Juda's land 
The dreaded Infant's hand, 

The rays of Bethlehem blind his dusky eyn ; 
Nor all the Gods beside 
Longer dare abide. 

Not Typhon huge, ending in snaky twine : 
Our Babe, to show his Godhead true, [crew. 
Can in the swaddling bands control the damned 

So, when the sun in bed, 
Curtain*d with cloudy red. 

Pillows his chin upon an orient wave, 
'Hie flocking shadows pale 
Troop to the' infernal jail, 

Each fetter'd ghost slips to his several grave ; 
And the yellow-skirted Fayes [maze. 

'fly after the iijght<teedll,leKnattS^3BU(Viifi»oYL>loYed 
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Bat gee, the Virgin bless'd 

Hath laid her .babe to rest \ [ing. 

Time is, our tedious song should here have end- 
Heaven's youngest teemed star 
Hath fix'd her polish'd car, [ing : 

Her sleeping Lord with handmaid lamp attend- 
And all about the courtly stable 
Bright-hamess'd angels sit in order serviceable. 

BIlLTON« 



HYMN TO THE DEITY. 

Father of Heaven^d Earth ! Coeval Son ! 
And eoeusting Spirit! Trinal One ! 
Mysterious Beity; invisible, 
Indefinite, and omnipresent God, 
Inhabiting eternity! Shall dust. 
Shall ashes dare presume to sing of Thee? 
O, for a David's heart, and tongue of fire 
To rival angels in my praise and zeal ! 
Yet love immense, and gratitude, with awe 
Religious mix'd, shall elevate the hymn, 
My heart enkindle, and inspire my tongue. 
Father Creator! .who beholds Thy works 
But catches inspiration ! Thou the Earth 
On nothing hung, and balanced in the void 
With a magnetic force, and central poise. 
Ocean of brightness Thou ! Thj grand behest 
Flung on thy orb, the' Sun, a sparkling drop, 
To light the Stars, and feed their silver urns 
With unexhausted flame ; to bid them shine 
Eternal in their courses, o'er the blue 
Which mantim tdght, and if oo 110 to xepoao. 

VOL, i» ^ 



i 
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With roscid radiance. 'Hiey, hannonious, roU 
In mcyesty of motion, fcolemn, loud, 
The univeraal hallelujah; sphere, 
In lucid order, quiring sweet to sphere, 
Deep-felt and loftier than a Seraph's song ; 
The symphony of well according worlds ! 
But man, thy beam, thy breath, thy image, shinei 
i The crown, the glory, and the lord of all ; 

Of all below the stars ! a plant, from heaven 
Traduced, to spread the riches, of its bloom 
O'er earth, and water'd with etherial dews ; 
Incorruptible aliment ! The hird» 
Warble among his boughs; Hie cattle, safe, 
Pasture within his shade ; a^ earth, beneatk 
The' imperial umbrage of his branches, smiles. 
The smiling earth, the spangled spheres, and man 
Their great Creator praise ! but praise how long, 
Unless by thy Almighty Arm upheld. 
Preserver infinite? By Thee unless 
Upheld, the earth would from her basis reel ; 
The spheres forego their courses (off their orbs 
The silver softness melted into shade). 
Obscurely dissonant; and mortal man 
(Void of thy fostering fires) his stately form 
To dust be moulder'd : Chaos w^ould resume 
Her ancient anarchy; Confusion rule ; 
And Darkness swallow alL In Thee we live^ 
In Thee we move : our beings, in Thy chain 
LinkM to eternity, fasten on Thee, 
The pillar of our souls ! Ftftr me (how late 
A neighbour of the worm !) when I forget 
The wonders of thy goodness ray'd on me, 
And cease to celebrate, with mautin harp 
€?r vegper aoogy tby pl^nitmle of U)v« 
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And healing mercy ; may tiie nightly Power^ 
Which whispers on my dlumbers, cease to breathe 
Her modulating impulse through my soul', 
Untuned, unhallowed ! Discord string my lyre, 
Idly my finger press the fretted gold, 
Rebellious to tiie dictates of my hand, 
When indolent, to swell the notes for Thee, 
Father of heaven and earth ! — Coeval Son ! 
(His Word, his Essence, his Efiulgence pure !) 
Not less thy filial likeness I adore. 
Nor from thy Father's glory aught disjoin. 
Redeemer ! Mediator ! from the birth 
Of uncreated Time, thy Father's wrath 
(Sprung from Omniscience !) to appease ; for man, 
Upright as yet, to mediate, Mercy waked 
Unbounded love in Thee ; unbounded love 
Contacted to the measure of a span 
Immensity of Godhead, and thy crown 
Reft from tiiy faded brow. Listen, O earth ! 
And wonder, O ye heavens ! shall He, whose feet 
Are clothed with stars (the glory of his head 
For who can tell ?) whose looks diviiie illume 
The dazzled eyes of cherubs, and the youth 
Of saints with everlasting bloom renew ; 
Shall He, whose vital smiles with splendour fill 
The circuits of creation, and sustain 
The' abodes of all existence, from the depths 
Of bell beneath, above heaven's highest orb, 
Widi life, and health, and joy! shall He, to God 
Dear as his eye and heart, engraving there 
Deep from eternity ; alone beloved, 
Alone begotten ! say, shall He become 
A man of grief — ^fof man? ilay, mote, \iV& ^afe> 
RebelUouB next the fiends? — Astoiu^biaeiiV 
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Had chain'd my tongue to sUenoe, if the powers 
Of tendeiest pity and of warmest love 
Provided not pensive measures, sadder strains 
Of elegiac sorrow, with the theme 
Mournfully varying. Take, my sonl redeem'd ! 
O, take the moaning dove's dew*dropping wing. 
Fly, fly to Solyma! and melt thy woe 
To Cedron's murmurs. Thence extend thy flight 
To Golgotha's accursed tree. Behold ! [wrath 
Clouds roird on clouds of wrath (the blackest 
Of an offended God !) His beauties shade ; 
But shade not long : it soon in drops dissolves. 
Sweet to the soul as manna to the taste. 
As pride of summer flower to sight or smell ! 
Behind this shadowing cloud, this mystic gloom, 
The Sharon rose, dyed in the blood of Heaven, 
The lily of the valley, white from stain. 
Bows the fair head, in loveliness declines. 
And, sweetly languishing, it droops and dies. 
But darkness veils the sun : a curtain draw 
Before the Passion ; beyond wonder great. 
Great beyond Silence! — (Awe-struck, pause a 
And heavy as the burden of our sins ! [while — ) 
^'Tis finished! '--Change the lyre, the numbers 

.change; 
Let holy anthem airs inspire the hymn. 
Glory in heaven ! Redemption to mankind, 
And peace on earth ! dominion ! blessing ! praise I 
Thanksgiving ! power ! salvation to our God ! 
Salvation to our God, and to the Lamb ! 
And, coexisting Spirit! Thou^ whose breath- 
My voice informs, shall it be mute to Thee, 
Eternal Paraclete? in order, last, 
JBguMl in gletrj to Omnipotience 
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The Fust, MB to the Second; and from both 
Proceeding ; (O jnei^kable Name !) 
Mystical link of the nnnnmher'd Three ! 
To learning, night; to faith, the noontide day. 
Sool at the Uniyerse ! thy wisdom first 
The rage composed of warring elements 
(The sobject of a nobler future song*), 
Yon all surroonding heavens with crystal orbs 
Gamish'd, and lining gems, in goodly ranks 
And disciplined array ; dividing night 
From day, their ordinances stablish'd sore. 
Moving the waters saw Thee o'er their face, 
O God, tbe waters saw thee, and afraid, 
Into their chann^ shrank (ciq>adous bed 
Of Uqoid element!) and own'd their bounds 
Impaflsable, as that eternal gulf [beamfi 

TVixt bliss and woe. The Prince of Peace thy 
Largely imbibed, when, dovelike, o'er his head, 
Fast by the banks of Jordan's sacred stream. 
Thy mantling wings diffused their heavenly hues ; 
Aiid Abba glorified his Only Son, 
Well pleased. From thy tongues of cloven fire 
Kindled, the nations bnm'd in flaming zeal, 
And unextinguish'd charity, dispersed 
And glowing as the summer blaze at notm. 
The rushing winds, on all their wings convey'd 
Thy doctrine, strong to shake the guilty soul ; 
As, erst, the dome, low-stooping to its base. 
Before thy mighty presence leam'd to bend. 
Thou, from the morning womb, upon our souls, ' 
Barren end dry, thy sanctifying dews, 
Abroad, in sUent softness shedst : the dews 
Of Lore wispotted^ nncorrupted Joy ; 

* TAtf EhmeatM, A Poem: in Four Bookt* 
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Obedient Goodness, Temperance subdued^ 
Unshaken Faith, and Meekness without guile. 
Hence flow the odours out, our prayers perfume^ 
lake incense, rising fragrant on t&e Throne, 
From golden vials pour^d^ by elder hands ! 
Extinct thy influential radiance, Sin, 
Incumbent on the soul, as black as hell, 
Hold» godless anarchy : by Thee refined, 
Incensed, sublimed, and sanctified, the soul 
Invites the Holiest (O abyss of love !) 
To choose a temple, purer than the Sun, 
Incorruptible, formed not by hand», 
Where best He loves to dwell, lliou all my bed, 
Most holy Comforter ! in Sickness smooth'd. 
And violet buds, and roses "^thout thorn, 
Showered round the couch. From darknesB and 

the vale 
Of shadowy Death, to pastured fair, and streams 
Of comfort, thy refreshing right hand led 
My wearied soul, and bathed in health and joy ! 
To light restored, and the sweet breath of 

heaven, 
Beneath thy olive boughs, in plenteous flow. 
The golden oil effusing on my head 
Of gladness, let me ever sit and sing. 
Thy numerous GUxlhead sparkling in my soul, 
Thyself instilling praises, by thy ear 
Not unapproved ! For wisdom's steady ray, 
The' enlightening gift of tongues, the sacred fires 
Of poesy are thine ; United Three ! 
Father of Heaven and Earth ! Coeval Son ! 
And coexisting Spirit! Trinal One! 

W. THOMPSON. 



. DSyonOJIAL .4JID MOBAL. X5 

ADDRESS TO THE DEITY. 

Mt Gk>d, I love and I adore j 

But souls that love would know thee more^ 

Wilt thou for ever hide, and stand 

Behind the labours of thy hand ? 

Thy hand, unseen, sustains the pole^ 

On which this .huge creation rolls : 

The starry arch proclaims thy power. 

Thy pencil glows in eyery flower : 

in thousand shapes and colours rise 

Thy painted wonders to our eyes ; 

While beasts and birds with labouring throats 

Teach us a God in thousand notes. 

The meanest pin in Nature's frame 

Marks out some letter of thy name. 

Where sense can reach or fancy rove, 

From hill to hill, from field to grove, 

Across the waves, around the sky, 

There's not a spot, or deep or high. 

Where the Creator has not jtrod, 

And left the footstep Qf a God. ' 

But are his footsteps fJl that we« 
Poor groveling worms, must know or see ? 
Thou Maker of my vital fr^me I 
tJnyeil thy face, pnonounce thy name, 
Shine to my sight, and let the ear 
Which thou hast form'd the language bear. 
Where is th^ residence? Oh! why 
Dost thou avoiid my searching eye, 
"Uf longing sense? Thou Great unknown. 
Say, do the clouds conceal thy throne ? 
Divide, ye clouds, and let me see 
I^ Power that gives me l^ave to be« 
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Or, art thou all diffused abroad 
Through boundless space, a present God, 
Unseen, unheard, yet ever liear ! 
What shall I do to find thee here? 
Is there not some mysterious art 
To feel thy presence at my heart? 
To hear thy whispers soft and kind, 
In holy silence of the mind? 
Then rest my thoughts; nor longer roaita 
In quest of joy, for Heaven's at home. 

But, oh ! thy beams of warmest love ; 
(Sure they were made for worlds above. 
|Iow shall my soul her powers extend, 
Beyond where Time and Nature end, 
To reach those heights, thy best abode, 
And meet thy kindest smiles, my God? 
What shall I do? I wait thy call; 
Pronounce the word, my life, my all. 
Oh, for a wing to bear me far 
Beyond the golden morning star ! 
Fain would I trace the* immortal way 
That leads to courts of endless day, 
Where the Creator stands confessed, ' 
In his own fairest glories dress'd. 
Some shining spirit help me rise. 
Come, waft a stranger through ^e skies ; 
Bless'd Jesus, meet me on the road. 
First offspring of the' Eternal Ood ! 
Thy hand shall lead a younger son, 
Clothe me with vestures yet unknown, 
And place me near my Father's throne. 

WATTS. 
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TO THE ETERNAL PROVIDENCE. 

loFB of the world, Immortal Mind ! 
Father of all the human kind ! 
Whose, boundless eye that knows no rest, 
Intent on Nature's ample, breast, 
Explores the space of earth and skies, 
And sees eternal incense rise ! 
To thee my humble voice I raise; 
Forgive, while I presume to praise. . 

Though thou this transient being gave. 
That shortly sinks into the grave ; 
Yet 'twas thy goodness still to give 
A being that can think and live ; 
In all thy works thy wisdom see. 
And stretch its towering mind to thee ! ■. 
To thee my humble voice I raise ; 
Forgive, while I presume to praise. 

And still this poor contracted span, - .. 
This life, that bears the name of Man, 
From thee derives its vital ray. 
Eternal Source of life and day ! 
Thy bounty still the sunshine pours, 
Thfit gilds its mom and evening hours : 
To thee my humble voice I raise : 
Forgive, while I presume to praise. 

ThnHigh Error's maze, through Folly's night. 
The lamp of Reason lends me light. 
When stem Affliction waves her rod. 
My heart confides in thee, my God ! 
When Nature shrinks, oppressed with woes, 
E'en then she finds in thee repose : 
To thee my humble voice I raise ; 
Forgive, while I presume to praise. 

▼OL. I. P 
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Afflictiota f^e»y and Qope returns; 
Her lamp wi^ brighter splendour bums; 
Gay Love with all his smiling train, 
And Peace and Joy are here again. 
These, these, I know, 'twas thine to give ; 
I trusted ; and, behold, I live ! 
To thee my humble voice I raise ; 
Forgive, while I presume to praise. 

0, may I still thy favour prove ! 
JStill grant me gratitude and love : 
Let truth and virtue guide my hearty 
Nor peace, nor hope, nor joy d^art: 
But yet, whatever my life may be. 
My heart shall s.till repose on thee ! 
To thee my huivble vpipe I raise ; 
Forgive, whihe I presume to praise. 

IfAMGHORNE. 



THE NATIVITY. 



'TWAS momt the fields were sprinkled o*er with 

light, 
The folds unpent sent out their flocks to feed : 
A shepherd boy (young Thomalin he hight*), 
With flying fingers deftlfr toned his reed ; 
Where ancient Isis. laves .the Muses' mead, 
•(For ever smile the aiead and flow the stream !) 
He sung the birth of David's holy seed : 
Though low his voice., full lofty was his th^me ; 
Wightly t his senses -all were rapt into a dreanu 

Eftsoonst he spied a grove, the season's pride, 
AJl in the centre of a pleasant glade. 
Where Nature flourished like a virgin bride ; 

* Named or etUkd, t Quickly. X ImmedUtdy. 
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Mantled with green, with hyacinths inlaid, 
And crystal rills o'er beds of lilies stray'd ; 
The blue-eyed violet and kingcup gay, 
And new blown roses, smiling sweetly red, 
OutgloVd the blushing infancy of day. 
While amorous west winds kiss'd their fiUgrant 
souls away. 

A rich pavilion reared vnthin its height, 
The capitals and friezes gold entire. 
Glistening with carbuncles ^ a various light 
tVaved tremulous, and set the eye on fire. 
A silken curtain, dravni on silver wire, 
And tinged with colours of the summer sky, 
Flow'd round, and bk'de the ruder gales retire. 
Four forms attendant at the portals lie. 
The same Ezekiel saw with keen prophetic eye. 

Unlike, O, nmch unlike the strawy shed. 

Where Mary, queen of heaved, in humbless* lay. 

Where erstt the Infant Ood reposed his head. 

And deign'd to dwell in tenement of clay ; 

The clouded tabernacle of the day f 

The shepherd's dream was itiystical, I ween X, 

Isaiah on his bosom pour'd a ray. 

And painted to his eyes the gentle scene, [reign ! 

Where lions dandled lambs; O Peace, thy golden 

High smiling in delist a lady sat, 
Young as the dawning mom, on ivory throne ; 
Upon her looks the virgin virtues wait, 
The virgin virtues wait on her alone ! 
Her sapphire eyes with gentle spirit shone : 
Fair bountyhead was open'd in her face. 
Of honour and of love the paragon § t 

* Hamility, t Formerly, sbmetime Mnce. 

1 1 tMak. i The |»atterii or model. 



i 
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A sweet regard- and most auspicious grace 
Bespoke her lineage high : she was of David's racer. 

Upon her lap*a lovely Infant lay. 
And kenn'd the mother by her smiling grace. 
His looks were radiant as the bloom of day. 
And angel sweetness purpled in his face. 
Oh! how the mother did the babe embrace 
With tender blandishment and fondling care ! 
She gazed, and gazed, ne * could enough caress 
His cheeks, as roses red, as lilies fair, [heir! 
The holy Dayspring hight, Heaven's everlasting 

ISifiax him a goodly personage mildly shone. 
With looks of love, and sheading peace and joy. 
Her looks were love, soft streaming from the throna 
Of grace, and sweetly melted on the boy; 
Her tongue dropp'd honey , which would never cloy. 
Mercy yclepedf. All Nature on her hung. 
To drink her manna and her smiles enjoy ; 
Young laughing angels ' Mercy, Mercy,' sung ; 
Heaven echo'd ^ Mercy' back, the spheres with 
* Mercy' rung. 

Thus if the clouds, enroll'd with deadly food, 
Forget to thunder in the' etherial towers. 
But silently dissolve in kindly mood. 
In fostering dews, and balm, and honey showers; 
Laugh all the fields for joy, and all the bowers. 
The shrubs and herbs fresh odours round them fling. 
Pop up their smiling heads the little flowers. 
Warble the birds, exulting on the wing, [sing. 
And all the wild wood notes the genial blessings 
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High o'er his head was held a starry crown, 
Emblem of royalty and princely might: 
His priesthood was by golden mitre shown : 
An eagle young, with eyne most piercing bright, 
To prove the Prophet drank the distant light. 
But strangest .was to see a bloody hand 
Uprear a cross, the cross with blood bedight* : 
Ten thousand angels, fluttering in a band, 
Admired the mystic sign, but could not understand. 

Now dulcet symjAonies, and voices meet. 

Mellifluous stole upon the shepherd's ear. 

Which sweird so high, and died away so sw^t, 

As might have charm'd a seraph from, his sphere. 

Happy the swain that mote t such music hear ! 

Eftsoons a joyous fellowship was seen 

Of ladies gent^, and beauties without peer §, 

As they a train of goddesses had been, 

In manner of a mask, radiant along the green. 

Faith led the van, her mantle dipp'd in blue. 
Steady her ken, and gaining on the skies ; 
Obedient miracles around her flew : 
She pray'd, and heaven burst open on her eyes, 
And golden valves roll'd back in wondrous wise : 
And now some hill, with all its shaggy load 
Of trees and flocks, unto the ocean hies : 
Now wings of cherubs, flaming all abroad, 
Careering on the winds in sight upbear their God. 

Next Hope, the gayest daughter of the sky ! 
Her nectar-dewed locks with roses bound ; 
An Eden flourished where she cast her eye, 

* Stained or adorned, i Mig^l ot mntt. 
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And flocks of sports and joys their temples crown'if ,- 
Plumed their bright wings, and thump'd the hollow 

ground. 
Grief gladden'd, and forgot to drop a tetfr 
At her approach ;• ne Sorrow mote * be found, 
•Ne rueful-looking t Drad, ne pale^eyed Care; 
And 'neath her chariot Wheels she cnish'd helK 
black Despair. 

Then Charity full zoned, as her beseems. 
Her breasts were softer ivory, her hair 
Play'd with the sunny rays in amber streams,- 
And floated wanton on the buxom air;^ 
As Mercy kind, as Hope divinely fair. ^ 
Her soul was flame, and with prolific rays 
The nations warm'd, all bright withouten glare; 
Both men and angels, as she passes, gaze, [praise.r 
But chief the poor, the lame, the blind, the nakfsd 

The train of Virtues next, a dainty train! 
Advance their steps, sweet daughters of delight. 
Awfully sweet, majestically plain ! 
Celestial Love, as eyne of seraphs bright. 
And spotless as their robes of new spun light. 
Truth, simple as the lovesick village maid ; 
Health-blooming Temperance, a comely wight t^ 
Humility, in homely weeds array'd, 
And by her, in a line, an asses colt she led. 

But hark, the jelly pipe and rural layf 
And see, the shepherd elad in mantle blue, 
And shepherdess in russet kirtle gay. 
Come dauncing on the Shepherd Lord to view,, 
And pay, in decent wise, obeisance due. 

* My^ht. i Fejir or terror. % Fn»oii. 
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jSweet smelling flowers the gentle votaries bring, 
PrimroseSy violets, wet with- morning dew, 
The sweetest incense of the early spring ; 
An humble, yet, I weet^ a grateful offering. 

Jocund to lead the way, with sparkling rays. 

Danced a star errant up the orient sky ; 

The newborn splendour streaming o'er the place, 

Where Jesu^ lay in bright humility, 

Seem'd a fix'd star unto the wondering eye: 

Three seers unwist* the captain glory led. 

Of awful semblance t, but of sable % dye. 

Full royally along the lawn they tread, [head. 

And each with circling gold embraved ^ had his 

Low, very low, on bended knee they greet 
The Virgin Mother, and the Son adore, . 
The Son of love ! and kiss his blessed feet; 
Then ope the vases and present their store, 
Grold, frankincenise, and myrrh ; what could they 

more? 
For gold and myrrh a dying king divine || ; 
The frankincense, from Arab's spicy shore, 
Confess'd the God ; for God did in him shine : 
M^nrrjii, frankincense, and gold, God-Man, were. 

meetly thine. 

And last, triumphant on a purple cloud, 
Fleecy with gold, a band of angels ride : 
They boldly sweep their lyres, and, hymning loud, 
The richest notes of harmony divide ; 
Scarce Thomalin the rapture could abide f 

* Unknown, inilook'd for. t Appearance. 

I Commonly painted black ; bot a valgar error. 
$ Adorned, -or made brave. |j loreieU. 
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And ever and anon the babe they eye^ 
And through the fleshly yeil the God descried ; 
Shrill hallelujahs tremble up the sky : 
' Good will and Peace to Man/ the choirs in 
heayen reply. 

They ended : and all nature soon was changed I 
O'er diamond pebbles ran the liquid gold : 
And side by side the lamb and lion ranged 
The flowery lawn. The serpent gently roU'd 
His glistering spires, and playful tongue outloll'd 
To lick the infant hand. Together fed 
The wolf and kid, together sought a fold. 
The roses blush'd with more celestial red ; 
Hell'groan'd through all her dens ; and grim Death 
dropp'd down dead. 

Whilom* these scenes the tuneful Twickenham 

swain t, 
With Esay's heavenly pencil taught to glow : 
Then cease, O, cease the antiquated strain ; 
Nor mar his song : but reverently go, 
And in the temple of his Muses bow. 
Delight and wonder broke the shepherd's dream ) 
Faded the scenes : and, in a goodly row, 
Rush'd on his eyes the Muses' well loved theme, 
Fair Rhedicyna's towers, and Isis' sacred stre&m ! 

W. THOMPSON. 



^ , HYMN TO THE SAVIOUR. 

■ ■ Thou knowest, Merciful! 

That knowest all things, and dost ever turn 

Thine eye of pity on our guilty nature ; 

• Formerly, nomeUme ago. 

t Pope) in his * Metsiab, a Mcrcd Edopie. 
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For tboa weit bora of woman : thou didst come, 
Oh Holiest! to this world of sin and gloom. 
Not in thy dread omnipotent array ; 

And not by thunders strewed 

Was thy tempestuous road ; 
Nor indignation burnt before thee on thy way. 

But thee, a soft and naked child, 
Thy mother undefiled « 

In the rude manger laid to rest 
From off her virgin breast. 

The heayens were not commanded to prepare 

A gorgeous canopy of golden air ; 

Nor stooped their lamps the' enthroned fires on 

A single silent star [high : 

Came wandering from afar, 
Gliding unchecked and calm along the liquid sky ; 

The eastern sages leading on. 
As at a kingly throne, 

To lay their gold and odours sweet 
Before thy infant feet. 

The earth and ocean were not hushed to hear 
bright harmony from every starry sphere ; 
for at thy presence brake the voice of song 
From all the cherub choirs, 
And seraphs' burning lyres [clouds along. 
iwr'd through the host of heaven the charmed 
One angel troop the strain began, 

Of all the race of man 
By simple shepherds heard alone, 
That soft hosanna's tone. 

I when thou didst depart, no car of flame 
tear thee hence in lambent radiance came ; 

»L. I. B 
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^or yisible angels mouni'd with drooping plumes : 
Nor didst thou mount on high, 
From fatal Calvary, 
With all thine own redeemed outbursting from 
their tombs. 
For thou didst bear away from earth 

But one of human birth, 
The dying felon by thy side, to be 
In Paradise with thee. 

Nor o'er thy cross the clouds of vengeance brake ; 
A little while the conscious earth did shake 
At that foul deed by her fierce children done ; 
A few dim hours of day 
The world in darkness lay ; 
Then bydt'd in bright repose beneath the cloud- 
less sun : • 
While thou didst sleep within the tomb. 

Consenting to thy doom ; 
Ere yet the white-robed angel shone 
Upon the sealed stone. 

And when thou didst arise, thou didst not §tand 
With devastation in thy red right hand. 
Plaguing the guilty city's murtherous crew ; 

But thou didst haste to meet 

Thy mother's coming feet, 
And bear the words of peace imto the faithful few. 

Then calmly, slowly didst thou rise 
Into thy native skies. 

Thy human form dissolved on high 
In its own radiancy. 

MILMAN/ 
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HYMN. 

Behold ! the' Ambassador divine^. 

Descending from above, 
To publish to mankind the law 

Of everlasting love I 

On him, in rich eflfusion pour'd, 
The heavenly dew descends ; 

And tmth divine he shall reveal 
To earth's remotest ends. 

No tmmpet-soimd, at his approach, 
Shall strike the wondering ears ; 

But still and gentle breathe the voices 
In which the God appears. ^^ 

By his kind hand the shaken reed 
Shall raise its falling frame ; 

The dying embers shall revive. 
And kindle to a flame. 

The onward progress of his zeal 

Shall never know decline, 
Till foreign lands and distant isles 

Receive the law divine. 

He who spread forth the arch of heaven, 

And bade the planets roll. 
Who laid the basis of the earth. 

And form'd the human soul, — 

Thus saith the Lord, ' Thee have I sent, 

A Prophet from the sky, 
Wide o'er the nations to proclaim 

The message from on high* 
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< Before thy face the shades of death 

Shall take to sudden flight; 
The people who in darkness dwell 

Shall hail a glorious light ; 

* The gates of brass shall sunder burst. 

The iron fetters fall ; 
The promised jubilee of Heaven 
Appointed rise o'eac all. 

* And lo ! presaging thy approach. 

The heathen temples shake, 
And trembling in forsaken fanes, 
The fabled idols quake. 

* I am Jehovah : I am One : 
.My name shall now be known ; 

Noi^ol shall usurp my praise. 
Nor mount into my throne.' 

Lo, former scenes, predicted once. 

Conspicuous rise to view ; 
And future scenes, predicted now. 

Shall be accomplished too. 

Now sing a hew song to the Lord ! 

Let earth his praise resoimd : 
Ye who upon the ocean dwell, 

And fill the isles around. 

O city of the Lord ! begin 

The universal song ; 
And let the scattered villages 

The joyfW notes prolong. 

Let Kedar's wilderness aftur 

Lift up the lonely voice ; 
And let the tenants of the rock 

With accent mde rejoice. 
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O, from tiie streams of distant lands 

Unto Jelioyah singl 
And joyful from the monntains' tops 

S]»oat to the Lord the King! 

Let all combined with one accord 

Jehovah's glories raise. 
Till in remotest bounds of earth 

The nations sound his praise. 

LOGAN. 



A CHRISTMAS CAROL. 

The shepherds went their hasty way, 
And found the lowly stable-shed '^ 
Where the Virgin-Mother lay : 

And now they check'd their eager tread. 
For to the Babe, tiiat at her bosom clung, 
A mother's song the Virgin-Mother sung. 

They told her how a glorious light. 

Streaming from a heavenly throng. 

Around them shone, suspending night ! 

While sweeter than a mother's song, 

Bless'd angels heralded the Saviour's birth. 

Glory to God on high ! and peace on earth. 

She listen'd to the tale divine, . 

And closer still the Babe she press'd ; 
And while she cried, the Babe is mine I 
The milk rush'd faster to her breast : 
Jof rose within her, like a summer's mom ; 
Peace, peace on earth ! the Prince of Peace is bom. 
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Thou Mother of the Prince of Peace, 

Poor, simple, and of low estate ! 
That strife should yanish, battle cease, 
O, why should this thy soul elate? 
Sweet Music's loudest note, the poet's story, 
Didst thou ne'er lore to hear of Fame and Glory ? 

And is not War a youthful king, 

A stately hero clad iii mail? 
Beneath his footsteps laurels spring ; 
Him earth's miyestic monarchs hail 
Their friend,their playmate ! and his bold bright eye 
Compels the maiden's loTe-confessing sigh. 

^ Tell this in some more courtly scene, 

To maids and youths in robes of state ! 
I am m woman poor and mean. 
And therefbre is my soul elate. 
War is a ruffian, all with guilt defiled. 
That from the aged father tears his child! 

< A murderous fiend, by fiends adored, 

He kills the sire, and starves the son ; 
The husband kills, and from her board 
Steals all his widow's toil had won ; 
Plunders God's world of beauty ; rends away 
All safety from tiie night, all comfort from the day. 

' Then wisely is my soul elate. 

That strife should vanish, battle cease ; 
I'm poor and of a low estate. 

The Mother of the Prince of Peace. 
Joy rises in me, like a summer's mom : 
Peace, peace on earth, the Prince of Peace is bom.' 

COLERUMvE. 
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HYMN BEFORE SUN RISE, 

IN THE YALE OF CHAMOUmr. 

Be$ide$ the ricen Arvi tmd Arcemmy which Acrre 
iheir mmrtet m the fott if Mount Bkmeyfive con- 
spiemtu tcrrentB nuh dmm ifo sides ; tmd within 
a few paces ^thegkteiers, the gentiana majer grows 
in v mm en s e mamberSf with its *JU>wers if IsteUest 
Nme.' 

Hast thou a charm to stay the morning star 
In his steep course? so long he seems to panse 
On thy bald awfol head, O sovran Blanc ! 
The Ait6 and Arreiron at thy base 
Rave ceaselessly ; but thou, most awful form ! 
Riaest from forth thy silent sea of pines. 
How silently ! Around thee and aboye 
Beep ia the air and dark, substantial black. 
An d>on mass : methinks thou piercest it. 
As with a wedge ! But when I look again. 
It is thine own calm home, thy crystal shrine, 
Thy habitation from eternity ! 

dread and silent mounti I gazed upon thee, 
nil thou, still present to the bodily sense. 
Didst vanish from my thought : entranced in prayer 

1 worship'd the Invisible alone. 

Yet, like some sweet beguiling melody. 
So sweet, we know not we are listening to it. 
Thou, the meanwhile, wast blending with my 

thoughts. 
Yea, with my lifo and life's own secret joy : 
Till the dilating soul, enrapt, tranfused, 
Into the mighty vision passing — ^there, 
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At in her DBtnral fonn, awell'd vast to heavcD ! 

Awoke, m; soul I Dot onlj passire praise 
Tlkou owest < not alone these iwalling lean, 
Hate thanlu and secret ecBtasj t Awake, 
Voice of sweet song ! Awake, my heart, awake I 
Greep Tales tad icy cliffs all join my hymn. 

Thou first and chief, sole sovran of Ihe vale t 
O stniggling with the darkneBa all the night, 
^Jid visited all night by troops of stars, 
Or when they climb the sky, ur when they sink : 
Companion of the morning star at dawn. 
Thyself earth's Bo«y Star, and of the dawn 
Coherald! wake, O wake, and utter praise! 
Who sank thy sunless pillars deep in earth f 
Who Gll'd thy coonteaance with rosy tight T 
Who made thee parent of perpetual streams T 

And yon, je five wild torrents fiercely glad ! 
Who call'd you forth from night and utter death, 
From dark and icy caverns call'd you forth, 
Dovm those precipitous, black, jagged rocks 
For ever shattered, and the same for ever f 
Who gave yon jour invulnerable life, 
Your strength, your speed, your fury, and your joy. 
Unceasing thunder, and eternal foam? 
And who commanded (and the silence came), 
" Here let the billows stiffen, and Iiave reat?" 

Ye ice-fulls! Ye that from the mountain's brow 
Adown enormoos ravines slope amain — - 
Torrents, methinks, that heard a mighty voice. 
And slopp'd at once amid their maddest plunge 1 
Motionless torrents ! silent cataracts ! 
Who made yon glorious as the gates of heaven 
Beneath the keen fall moon? Who bade the sun 
Clothe yoQ with niubowtr Who with Uviug Sowers 
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Of loveliest blue, spread garlands at your feet? — 
God ! let tiie torrents^ like a shoat of nations^ 
Answer ! and let the ice-plains echo, Grod ! 
God! sing, ye meadow streams, with gladsome 

Yoice! 
Ye pine-gr6Yes,with your soft and soul-like sounds ! 
And they too have a voice, yon piles of snow, 
And in their perilous fiedl shall thunder, God ! 

Ye lively flowers that skirt the' eternal frost ! 
Ye wild goats sporting round the eagle's nest ! 
Ye eagles, playmates of the mountain storm t 
Ye lightnings, the dread arrows of the clouds !' 
Ye signs and wonders of the element ! 
Utter forth God, and -fill the hills with praise ! 
Once more, hoar mount! with thy sky point- 
ing peaks. 
Oft from whose feet the avalanche, unheard^ 
Shoots dovTnward, glittering through the pure se- 
rene. 
Into the depths of clouds that veil thy breast — 
Thou too again, stupendous mountain ! thou 
That as I raise my head, awhile bow'd low 
In adoration, upward from thy base 
Slow-traveling with dim eyes suffused with tears, 
Solemnly seemest, like a vapoury cloud, 
To rise before me — Rise, O ever rise, 
Rise like a cloud of incense, from the earth ! 
n&ou kingly spirit throned among the hills, 
n&ou dread ambassador from earth to heaven. 
Great Hierarch ! tell thou the silent sky, 
And tell the stars, and tell yon rising sun, 
Earth, vrith her thousand voices, praises Gtod. 

COLERID6E. 
▼OL. I. F 
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CHORUS OF HEBREW FEMALES, 

IMPLORING JEHOVAH TO AVERT THE FALL OF 

JERUSALEM. 

King of Kings I and Lord of Lords ! 
Thus we move, our sad steps timing 
To our cymbals' feeblest chiming. 
Where thy house its rest accords. 
Chased and wounded birds are we. 
Through the dark air fled to thee ; 
To the shadow of thy wings, 
Lord of Lords! and King of Kings! 

Behold, oh Lord! the heathen tread 
The branches of thy fruitful vine. 
That its luxurious tendrils spread 
O'er all the hills of Palestine. 
And now the wild boar comes to Waste 
Even us, the greenest boughs and last. 
That, drinking of thy choicest dew, 
On Zion's hill in beauty grew. 

No ! by the marvels of thine hand, 
Thou still wilt save thy chosen lacd ! 
By all thine ancient mercies shown, 
By all our fathers' foes o'erthrown ; 
By the Egyptian's car-borne host, 
Scatter'd on the Red Sea coast; 
By that wide and bloodless slaughter 
Underneath the drowning water. 

Like us in utter helplessness, 
Li their last and worst distress — 
On the sand and seaweed lying, 
Israel poured her doleful sighing ; 
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While before the deep sea flowed. 
And behind fierce Egypt rode — 
To their fathen' God they praye<jiy 
To the Lord of Hosts for aid. 

On the margin of the flood 

With lifted rod the prophet stood ; 

And the summoned east wind flew, 

And aside it sternly threw 

The gathered waves that took their stand, 

Like crystal rocks, on either hand. 

Or walls of seagreen marble piled 

Ronnd some irregular city wild. 

Then the light of morning lay 
On the wonder-pared way. 
Where the treasures of the deep 
In their cares of coral sleep. 
The profound abysses, where 
Was nerer sound from upper air, 
Rang with Israel's chanted words. 
King of Kings ! and Lord of Lords ! 

Then with bow and banner glancing, 

On exulting Egypt came. 
With her chosen horsemen prancing, 

And her cars on wheels of flame. 
In a rich and boastful ring 
All around her furious king. 

But the Lord' from out his cloud. 
The Lord looked down upo;i the proud ; 
And the host drave heavily 
Down the steep bosom of tiie sea. 

With a quick and sudden swell. 
Prone the liquid ramparts fell ; 
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Oyer hone and over car, ' 

Over every man of war, 

Over PJliaroah's crown of g(4d 

The loud thundering billows roll'd. . 

As the level waters spread 
-Down they sank, they sank like lead, 

Down sank without a cry or groan. 

And the morning sun, that shone 

On myriads of bright armed men, 

Its meridian radiance then 
Cast on a wide sea, heaving as of yore^ 
Against a silent^ solitary shore. 

Then did Israel's maidens sing. 

Then did Israel's timbrels ring, 
To him, the King of Kings ! that in the sefi. 
The Lord of Lords! had triumphed gloriously 

And our timbrels* flashing chords. 

King of Kings ! and Lord of Lords ! 

Shall they not attuned be 

Once again to victory ? 

Lo ! a glorious triumph now ! 

Lo against thy people come 
A mightier Pharaoh ! wilt not thou 

Craze the chariot wheels of Rome? 
Will not, like the Red Sea wave. 

Thy stem anger overthrow? 
And from worse than bondage save. 

From sadder than Egyptian woe, 
Those whose silver cymbals glance, 
Those who lead the suppliant dance. 
Thy race, the only race that sings 
Lord of Lords I and King of ELings ! 

MnjKAN 
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HYMN ON THE FALL OF JERUSALEM. 

Eybn thus amid thy pride and luxury. 

Oh earth ! shall that last coming burst on thee, 

That secret coming of the Son of Man, 
When all the cherub-throning clouds shall shine, 
Irradiate with his bright advancing sign : [fan, 

When that Great Husbandman shall wave his 
Sweeping, like-chaff, thy wealth and pomp away : 
Still to the noontide of that nightless day 

Shalt thou thy wonted dissolute course maintain. 
Along the busy mart and crowded street, 
The buyer and the seller still shall meet. 

And marriage feasts begin their jocund strain : 
Still to the pouring out the cup of woq ; 
Till eardi, a drunkard, reeling to and fro, 
And mountains molted by his burning feet. 
And heaven his presence own, all red with fur- 
nace heat. 

The hundred-gated cities then, 

The towers and temples, named of men 

Eternal, and the thrones of kings, 
The gilded summer jMdaces, 
The courtly bowers of love and ease. 

Where still the bird of pleasure sings ; 
Ask ye the destiny of them ? 
Go gaze on fallen Jerusalem ! 
Yea, mightier names are in the fatal roll, 

'Gainst earth and heaven God's standard is 
unfiui'd. 
The skies are shrivel'd like a burning scroll, 
And the vast common doom ensepulchres the 
world. 
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Oh! who shall then surviye? 
' Oh! who shall stand and live? 
When all that hath been is no more : 

When for the round earth hung in air. 

With all its constellations fair 

Jn the sky's azure. canopy; 
When for the breathing earth and sparkling sea, 

Is but a fiery deluge without shore, 

Heaving along the abyss profound and dark 

A fiery deluge, and without an ark. 

Lord of all power, when thou artUhere alone 
On thy eternal fiery-wheeled throne. 
That in its high meridian noon 
Needs not the perish'd sun nor moon ; 

When thou art there in thy presiding state, 
WideHM^tred Monarch o'er the realm of doom ; 
When from the sea depths, from earth's darkest 

The dead of all the ages round thee wait ; [womb, 

And when the tribes of wickedness are strewn 
Like forest leares in the' autumn of thine ire ; 

Faithful and true ! thou still wilt sare thine own ! 
The saints shall dwell within the unharming fire, 

Each white robe spotless, blooming every palm. 
Even safe as we, by tlds still fountain's side, 
So shall the church, thy bright and mystic bride, 

Sit on the stormy gulf, a halcyon bird of calm. 
Yes, 'mid yon angry and destroying signs. 
O'er us the rainbow of thy mercy shines^ 
We hail, we bless the covenant of its beam. 

Almighty to avenge, Almightiest to redeem ! 

MILMAN. 



* 
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PARAPHRASTIC VERSION OF 

PSAIM XLVI. 

Our hope, our strength, our refuge is our God ! 

On Him reposing — Fear in vain annoys ;-^ 
Though from their solid hase huge mountains nod, 

And earth, unbalanced, lose her central poise. 

Though Alpine mounds should in the sea be hurFd, 
While Ocean trembles with conyulsive roar, 

Though one vast tempest desolate the world. 
Still Faith may anchor on a tranquil shore. 

For all the ravage of this finite sphere 
Can do the city of our God no'ill : — 

The holy place He plants his dwelling near 
Smiles at the storm that baf9es human skill. 

Though heathen nations in their strength rejoice, 
And all the terrors of the earth array ;— 

Let but our God uplift his single voice, 
And even Earth herself shall melt away. 

The God of Jacob is our only Gk>d ! 

The Lord of Hosts is our Almighty Lord ! 
Fear then the wrath of his destroying rod, 

And dread the vengeance of his twoedged sword. 

Legions ofi warriors, in their proud career, 
He checks, — and makes them fearfully retire; 

He snaps in sunder the uplifted spear, 

And wraps their- chariots in consuming fire.' 

With silent reverence, then, obey his nod; 

And let the heathen world exulting own 
The God. of Jacob is the only God ! 

The Lord of Hosts must be the Lord alone ! 

PARK. 



40 BLB6ANT EXTRACTS. PAST 1. 

PSALM LXYIH. 

THE HAJESTY, THE POWER, THE JUSTICE, AND 
MERCY OF GOD. 

Arse, O God, assume thy might! 

Shall proud oppressors still unawed deyour, 
$till trample on the poor man's right, 

And lewdly scorn thy power? 

When roaring from the western deep 

The black-wing'd tempests rush. 
When o'er the hills with headlong sweep 
The inundations gush; 
As then the whirling chaff is driven. 

So sWept away shall be 
All who despise the laws of Heaven, 
Nor honour pay to thee. 

But, O ye just, with rapture raise 
Your cheerful voices in his praise ; 
With sacred awe and holy mirth 
Resound the Ood of heaven and earth; 
The God whose mercy knows no end, 
The poor man's and the widow's friend, 

The helpless orphan's sire ; 
Who round the meek afflicted just. 
Though crush'd and humbled in the dust. 
Is still a wall of fire. 

When thou, O God, didst march before* 
Thy pec^le to tiie promised shore, 
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Tlien shook old earth : — ^The sky 

Shot lightqings from on' high ; 
The rapid Jordan bared his bed, 
The ocean saw his God and fled, 
The lofty cliffs of Sinai nod [God. 

And tremble at the presence of their thundering 

The Lord Jehovah gave the word, 

And loud the tribes resound, 
And mighty kings and mighty hosts 

Lay scattered o'er the ground : 
Dispersed as snow on Salmon's plain 
So fell, so lay the mighty slain, 
And with their purple spoils are crown'd 

The tender virgin train. 

Thousands of angels at thy gate, 

And great archangels stand, 
And twenty thousand chariots wait. 

Great Lord, thy dread command ! 
Through all thy great, thy vast domains. 

With godlike honours clad, 
Captivity in captive chains 

Triumphing thou hast led. 

That thou mightst dwell with men below, 

And be their God and King, 
From Bashan and the land of woe 

Shalt thou thy people bring : 
From Bashan and the desert shore 
To blooming fields, and cities fair, 
Wliile sacred songsters march before. 
And Jacob's princes faint no more, 

Shaltrthou the way prepare. « 

YOL. I. 6 ^fl 



4a ELXOAjrr EXTRACTS. PART f. 

Lo ! Egyft^B kings aad wisest men 

Shall bend the duteous knee, 
And Ethiopia, wide and great, 
Through all 1»dt vast extended state. 

Shall stretch her hands to thee. 

But, awful Sovereign! who can stand 
Before the terrors of thy hand. 
When thy right hand impends the blow 
To strike a proud obdurate foe? 
Yet to thy saints, O God of prayer, 

How mild thy mercies shine ! 
The tenderest father's ardent care 

But ill resembles thine : 
Thy mercies far, oh, far above 
Thy other wonders shine, 
A mother's ever watchful love 

But ill resembles thine ! 

AnCKLE. 



A PARAPHRASE ON PSALM CXLVIJI. 

O AZURE vaults ! O crystal sky ! 

The world's transparent canopy, 
Break your long silence, and let mortals know 
With what contempt you look 911 things below. 

Wing'd squadrons of the GU>^ of war. 

Who conquer whosoe'er you are. 
Let echoing anthems make his if^raises known 
On earth his footstool, as in heaVen his throne. 

Great eye of all, whose glorioiis ray 
Rules the bright empire of t^ day, 
O, praise his name, without Whose purer light 
Tbou badat been hid. in $ui abyss of night. 
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Ye moon aiMl planets, wlio dispen^. 
By Gknl's oommand, your influence ; 
Resign to him, as your Creator due, 
That veneration which men pay to you. 

Fairest, as well as first, of things. 
From whom all joy, all beauty springs; 
O, praise the' almigh^ Ruler of the globe, 
Who nseth thee for his empyrean robe. 

Praise him^ ye loud harmonious sph^eres. 
Whose sacred stamp all nature bears, 
Who did all forms from the rude chaos draw, 
And whose command is the' imiversal law : 

Ye watery mountain^ of the sky. 

And you so far above our eye. 
Vast ever moving orbs, c^t his name. 
Who gave its being to your glorious frame. 

Ye drag<ms, whose contagious breath 
Peoples the dark retreats of death. 
Change your fierce hissing into joyful song^ 
And praise your Maker with your forked tongue. 

Praise him, ye mcmsters of the deep, 
That in the sea's vast bosom sleep ; 
At whose command the foaming billows roar. 
Yet know their limits, tremble, and adore. 

Ye mists and vapours, hail and snow, 
And you who through the concave blow. 

Swift executors of his holy word, [Lord. 

Whirlwinds and tempests, praise the' Almighty 

Mountains,- who to your Maker's view 
Seem less than molehills do to you, 
Remember how, when first Jehovah spoke, 
All heaven was fire, and Sinai hid in smoke. 
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Praise him, sweet ofispring of the ground j 
With heayenly nectar yearly crown'd ; 
And, ye tall cedars, celebrate his praise, 
That in his temple sacred altars raise. 

Idle musicians of the spring. 
Whose only care's to love and sing, 
Fly through the world,and letyour trembling throat 
Praise your Creator with the sweetest note. 

Praise him, each savage furious beast. 

That on his stores do daily feast : 
And you, tame slaves of the laborious plough. 
Your weary knees to your Creator bow. 

Majestic monarchs, mortal gods, 
Whose power hath here no periods. 

May all attempts against your crowns be vain ! 

But still remember by whose power yon reign. 

Let the vnde world his praises sing, 
Where Tagus and Euphrates spring, 
And from the Danube's frosty banks, to those 
Where from an unknown head great Nilus flows. 

You that dispose of all our lives. 
Praise him from whom your power derives ; 
Be true and just like him, and fear his word, 
As much as malefactors do your sword. 

Praise him, old monuments of time ; 

O, praise him in your youthful prime ; 
Praise him, fair idols of our greedy sense ; 
Exalt his name, sweet age of innocence. 

Jehovah's name shall only last, 

When heaven, and earth, and all is pass'd t 

Nothing, great God, is to be found in thee, 

But unconceivable eternity. 

L 
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Exalt, O Jaeob's sacred race, 
T^ God of gods, the God of grace ; 
Who will above the stars your empire raise. 
And with his glory recompense your praise. 

ROSCOMMOl/. 



FROM JOB. 



A spnuT passed before me : I beheld 
The fiu5e of Immortality unveiled — 
Deep sleep came down on every eye save mine, 
'And there it stood, — all formless — ^but divine : 
Along my bones the creeping flesh did quake ; 
And BB my damp hair stiffen'd, thus it spake : 
< Is man more just than God ? Is man more pure 
Than he who deems even seraphs insecure ? 
Creatures of clay ! vain dwellers in the dust ! 
The moth survives you, and are ye more just? 
Things of a day t you wither ere the night, 
Heedless and blind to wisdom's wasted li^t !' 

BYRON. 



PART OF THE 

FOURTEENTH CPAPTER OF ISAIAH 

^rapj^rastn. 

Now has the' Almighty Father, seated high 
In ambient glories, from the eternal throne 
Vouchsafed compassion ; and the' afflictive power 
Has broke, whose iron sceptre long had bruised 
The groaning nations. Now returning Peace, 
Dove-eyed and robed in white, the blissful land 
Deigns to revisit ; whilst beneath her steps 
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The soil, with ciril slaughter oft manuredy 
Pours forth abundant olives. Their high tops 
The pedars ware, exulting o'er 'thy fall. 
Whose steel from the tall monarch of the grove 
Sever'd the regal honours, and up tore 
The scions blooming in the parent shade. 

When, vehicled in flame, thou slow didst pass 
Prone through the gates of Night, the dreary 

realms 
With loud acclaim received thee. Tyrants old 
(Oigantic forms, with human blood besmear'd) 
Rose from their thrones; for thrones they still 

possess. 
Their penance and their guilt : ' Art thou,' they cry, 
< O emulous of our crimes, here doomed to reign 
Associate of our woe? Nor comest thou girt 
With liveried slaves, or bands of wamor-k^ghts. 
Which erst before thee stood, a flattering crowd, 
Observant of thy brow ; nor hireling quires. 
Attempering to the harp their warbled airs. 
Thy panegyric chant; but, hushM in death. 
Like us thou liest unwept; a corse obscene 
With dust, and preying worms, bare and despoil'd 
Of ill got pomp. We hail thee our compeer ! 

* How art thou with diminished glory fallen 
From thy proud zenith, swift as meteors glide 
Aslope a summer eve ! Of all the stars. 
Titled the first and fairest, thou didst hope 
To sharis divinity, or haply more. 
Elated as siipreme, when o'er the North 
Thy bloody banners streamed, to rightful kings 
Portending ruinous downfal ; wondrous low, . 
Opprobrious and detested, art thou thrown, 
Bimrobed of al^ thy splendours : round thee stand 



»f 
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The svranmBg populace, and with fix'd regard 
Ejing thee, pale and breathless, spend their rage 
In taunting speech, and jovial ask their friends, 
'* Is this the Mighty, whose imperious yoke, 
We bore reluctant, who to desert wilds 
And haunts of savages transformM the marts 
And capital cities razed, pronouncing thrall 
Or exile on the peerage? How becalm'd 
The tyrant lies, whoeer nostrils used to breathe 
Tempests of wrath, and shook establish'd thrones ! 

* In solemn state the bones of pious kings, 
Cather'd to their great sires, are safe reposed 
Beneath the weeping vault : but thou, a branch 
Blasted and cursed by Heaven, to dogs and fowls 
Art doom'd a banquet; mingling some remains 
With eriminals unabsolved ; on all thy race 
Transmitting guilt and vengeance. From thy domes 
Thy children skulk, erroneous and forlorn. 
Fearing perdition, and for mercy sue, 
Witb eyes uplift and tearful. From thy seed 
The sceptre Heaven resumes, by thee usurp'd 
By guile and force, and sway'd with lawless rage.' 

FEJTTON. 



CHARITY. 

A PARAPHRASE ON I COR. CHAP. XUI. 

Did sweeter sounds adorn my flowing tongue 
Than ever man pronounced or angel sung ; 
Had I all knowledge, human and divine, 
That thought can reach or science can define ; 
And had I power to give that knowledge birth, 
In all the speeches of the babbling earth ; 
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Did Sliadrach's zeal my glowing breast inspire. 
To w^ary tortures, and rejoice in fire ; 
Or had 1 faitli like that which Israel saw 
Whep Moses gave them miracles and law; 
Yet, gracious Charity, indulgent guest, 
Were not thy power exerted in my breast. 
Those speeches would send up uiUieeded prayer, 
That scorn of life would be but wild despair ; 
A cymbal's sound were better than my voice ; 
My faith were form, my eloquence were noise. 

Gharity ! decent, modest, easy, kind. 
Softens the high, and rears the abject mind ; 
Knows, with just reins and gentle hand, to guide 
Betwixt vile shame and arbitrary pride. 
Not soon provoked, she easily forgives. 
And much she suffers, as she much believes. 
Soft peace she brings wherever she arrives ; 
She builds our quiet, as she forms our lives; 
Lays the rough paths of peevish nature even. 
And opens in each heart a little heaven. 

Each other gift which God on man bestows, 
Its proper bounds and due reflection knows ; 
To one fix'd purpose dedicates its power. 
And, finishing its act, exists no more. 
Thus, in obedience to what Heaven decrees, 
Knowledge shall fail, and prophecy shall cease : 
But lasting Chajity's more ample sway, 
Nor bound by time, nor subject to decay. 
In happy triumph shall for ever live, [ceive. 

And endless good diffuse, and endless praise re« 

As thl*ough the artist's intervening glass 
Our eye observes the distant planets pass, 
A little we discover, but allow 
That more remains unseen than art can show; . 
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So whilst our mind its knowledge would improve 
(Its feeble eye intent on tlungs above), 
High as we may we lift our reason up, 
By Faith directed, and confirm'd^by Hope ; . 
Yet are we able only to survey 
Dawnings of beams and promises of day. 
Hearen's fuller effluence mocks our dazzled sight, 
Too:great its swiftness and too strong its light. ' 

But soon the mediate clouds shall be dispelled, 
The sun shall soon be face to face beheld, 
In all Ids robes, with all his glory on. 
Seated sublime on his meridian throne. 

Then constant Faith and holy Hope shall die, 
One lost in certainty, and one in joy ; 
Whilst thou, more happy power, fair Charity, 
Triumphant sister, greatest of the three, 
Thy office and thy nature still the same. 
Lasting thy lamp, and unconsumed thy flame, 
Shalt still survive — 

Shalt stand before the host of Heaven confessed. 
For ever blessing, and for ever bless'd. 

PRIOR. 



THE ORACLE CONCERNING BABYLON. 

Hi^H on a mountain's stately brow '' 

The sanguine streaming banner rear ; 
Wave the stretch'd hand to realms below ; 

Loud swell the voice, that all may hear ; 
And through the gates of princes ride 
. In close array and martial pride. 
My chiefe enroll'd to vengeance I command. 
And, glorying in my might, in arms my warriors 
stard. 

VOL. I. H 
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Hear you the mountain heights along 

The thundering sound of nations spread, 
Embattled nations great and strong. 

And monarchs shouting at their head ! 
^idst them the God of Armies stands, 
To battie marshaling their bands. 
They come, the weapons of his wrath, from far, 
JProm heaven's remotest ends^ to waste the land 
with war. 

It comes— the air with bowlings rend — 

The day of God's terrific power : 
Vengeance comes with it, prompt to' attend 

The' Almighty's desolating hour. 
Nerveless each hand shall drop the spear, 
Each heart of man shall melt with fear; 
Each look oh each aghast, whilst wild dismay 
Their faces^ pale as flames of livid fire, betray. 

It comes, relentless in its course. 

Wrath arms the' Almighty's vengeful hand ; 
Fury rolls on with fiery force. 

And sweeps the impious from the land. 
No stars shall glitter o'er the sky. 
No constellations flame on high ; 
The sickening sun shall veil his orient beams, 
Nor the moon cause her light to pour its silver 
streams. 

My wrath the world, the impious world 
Shall feel ; my terrors the unjust : 

From her high seat shall Pride be hurl'd. 
And fierce Oppression sink in dust. 
■ The ruthless sword through all the land 

Shall execute my dread Conunand ; 
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A Man more precious will I make than gold, 
Than all the flaming ore the veins of Ophir hold. 

The heavens shall tremble at my frown, 

When all its fires my wrath awakes ; 

From its firm base the earth be thrown, 

Its pillars as the' Almighty shakes. 
As a chafed roe by hounds emboss'd, 
As wandering flocks, their shepherd lost, 
The relics of the sword in wild despair [there. 
Fly towards their native lands, to gain a shelter 

In vain : the spear arrests their flight : 

Dispersed, an easy prey they fall : 
Dare they the phalanx form for fight? 
The greedy sword devours them all. 
Their bleeding infants' helpless age 
Shall feel the' unsparing victor's rage ; 
Their houses to the spoiler yield the prey, 
And ruffian force shall drag their shrieking wives 
away. 

Against them, lo ! the Medes I train ; 

Hosts, for whom silver has no charms ; 
Who look on gold witb stem disdain ; 

Warriors, that joy in glittering arms. 
Dreadful their bows of steel from far 
Shall pierce the bleeding front of war ; ^ 
And, 'midst the carnage of the captured town, 
Unpitying shall they dash youth's opening beauty 
down. 

And Babylon, the' Assyrian's pride. 
That rears sublime her gorgeous browj 

Imperial Queen of nations wide. 

In dust her rampired height shall bow; 
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Shall like the towns of Siddim lie 
Waste with sulphureous> flames from high ; 
And. o'er her silent streets and desert plain 
ShsJl Desolation hold her sad and dreary reign. 

No more the' Arabian, as of old, 

Shall stretch his white tents o'er the mead ; 
Shepherd no more his flocks unfold, 

And down the verdant pasture lead : 
The savage of the desert there 
Conceal'd shall make his dreadful lair ; 
. In ruin'd walls shall lodge the birds of night, 
And monsters howling wild the wasted streets 
affright; 

Beneath rich roofis emboss'd with gold 
T|ie daughters of the ostrich dwell; 
Satyrs their bestial revels hold ; 

Wolf howl to wolf with hideous yell ; 
And dragons hiss those bowers among 
That echoed once with festive song. — 
It comes, to vengeance doom'd, her fatal day ; 
The destined hours advance, nor will their march 
delay. 

REV. R. POTTER. 



THE SONG OF EXULTATION. 

The spoil-gorged city is no more ; 
The proud oppressor of the nations falls. 

Sunk in the dust her towered walls : 
Her vanquish'd monarch welters in his gore ; 

Jehovah from his impious hand 

Hath rent the ensign of command^ 
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That iron sceptre, whose impetuous force 

Smote empires trembling at his rage. 
The earth exulting yiews his breathless corse, 

And Peace recalls her golden age ; 
Cheerful burst forth their shouts of joy, 
* Thy furious hand no more shall bleeding realms 
destroy.' 

The lordly Lebanon waves high 
The ancient honours of his sacred head ; 

Their branching arms his cedars spread. 
His pines triumphant shoot into the sky : 

' Tyrant, no barbarous axe invades, 

Since thou art fallen, our unpierced shades.' 
To meet thee, Hades rouses from beneath. 

An iron smile his visage wears ; 
He calls through all the drear abodes of Death ; 

His call each mighty chieftain hears ; 

And sceptred kings of empires wide [pride. 
Rise from their lofty thrones, and thus accost thy 

Is this weak form of flitting air 
The potent Lord that fill'd the' Assyrian throne ? 

Thus are thy vaunted glories gone? 
Where thy rich feasts, thy sprightly viols where ? 

BeneaUi thee is corruption spread, 

And worms the covering of thy bed ! 
How art thou fallen, bright star of orient day. 

How fallen from thy etherial height. 
Son of the Morning ! Thou, whose sanguinQray 

Glared terribly a baleful light ; 

War kindled at the blaze, and wild 
Rusb'd Slaughter, Havoc rush'd, their robes with 
blood defiled. 
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^ I in high heaven will be adored, 
Above the stars of God exalt my throne ; 

My power shall sacred Sion own, 
The mount lof God's dread presence hail me 
Lord/ 

Such thy vain threats! Death's dark abode 

Yavnis to receive the vaunting God. 
Tho8e,who thy corse shall midst the slain behold, 

Shall view thee with attentive look : « 
Is this the man, his thundering car who roU'd, 

That with pale terror kingdoms shook? 

Who waved o'er wasted tov^ms his spear, 
Terror and Flight his van, Destruction in his rear? 

Is this the man whose barbarous hate 
Bound captive monarchs in his galling chain ; 

While Outrage call'd his torturing train, 
And Rigour closed the dungeon's ruthless gate? 

How from his high dominion hurl'd 

The spoiler of the ravaged world ! 
Kings, monarchs, heroes, warriors of renown, 

Who greatly fought their realms to save, 
Each in his house of death In peace lies down, 

With glory in his rock-hewn grave. 

Amidst his chiefs, with honours graced. 
His sword beneath his head, his arms beside him 
placed ; 

But thou shalt lie a thing abhorr'd, 
A sordid corse among the vulgar slain. 

Clothed with the carnage of the plain, 
A loathsome texture by the falchion gored. 

Shalt thoTt vfdth honour'd chiefs repose ? 

Her jaws 'gainst thee the grave shall close ; 
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Tor where portentous thy proud banners waved, 

Rapine rush'd o'er the wasted land : 
Thy country too, her freebom sons enslaved 
Or slaughtered, cursed thy hostile hand. 
So falls the impious tyrant race, 
And fair Renown disdains their hated dust to grace. 

The dreadful work of death prepare : 
The father's crimes for boundless v|ngeance call. 

And all the tyrant's sons shall fall ; 
Nor branch, nor offspring shall my fury sparei 
Lest o'er the trembling earth again 
Spread the wild horrors of their reign. 
Ko more their haughty towers shall pierce the 
skies, 
And fill the wide -world with their fame ; 
Against them, saith Jehovah, I will rise. 
Will rend from Babylon the name. 
Smite from its course her stagnant stream. 
And o'er its miry gulfB shall clanging seamews 
scream. 

Thus hath GUmI sworn, the' Almighty Lord : 
Like the strong mountains shall mypurpose stand, 

To crush the' Assyrian in my land ; 
Through all their hosts shall rage the vengeful 

Dreadful on Sion's sacred brow [sword ; 

The God of Armies shall they know. 
Daughter of Sion, let thy joy arise. 

From thy grieved neck his yoke shall fall ; 
Virgin, exult, thy haughty foe despise. 

His chain no more thy arms shall gall. 

Thus hath Grod sworn, nor sworn in vain : 
The' Almighty's hdnd is stretch'd, who shall its 
force restrain? 

REV. R. POTTER. 
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THE FATE OF TYRANNY*. 

I. 1. 

Oppression dies : the tyrant falls : 
The golden city bows her walls ! 

Jehovah breaks the' avenger's rod. 

The son«of Wrath, whose ruthless hand 

Hurl'd desolation o'er the land, [blood. 

Has Ton his raging race, has closed the scene of 

Chiefs arm'd around behold their vanquish'd 

lord ; [sword. 

Nor spread the guardian shield, nor lift the loyal 

, 1.2. 

He falls ; and earth again is free. 
Hark ! at the call of Liberty, 

All Nature lifts the choral song. 
The fir trees, on die mountain's head, 
Rejoice through all their pomp of shade ; 
The lordly cedars nod on sacred Lebanon : 

Tyrant! they cry, since thy fell force is broke. 
Our proud heads pierce the skies, nor fear the 
woodman's stroke. 

* This Ode is a free paraphrase of part of the 14th chapter 
of Isatah, where the Prophet, after he has foretold the destrtic- 
tion of Babylon, snbjoins a Son^ of Triumph, which, he sop- 
poses, the Jews will sing when his prediction is folfilled. *And 
It shall come to pass in the day that the Lord shall give thee 
rest ft'oni thy sorrow, and from thy fear, and from the hard 
bondage wherein thou wast made to serve, that thoa shall take 
np this proverb against tbe King of Babylon, and say " How 
htth the oppressor ceased."' &c. 

references. 

1st Strophe, ver. 4, 5, 6. 
2M AatiBtrophe, * The mbole esit^d U A twx; %». ^« a » ^ 
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1.3. 

Hell, from her g^lf profound, 
Rouses at thine approach; and, all around^ 
Her dreadful notes of preparation sound. 

See, at the awful call, 

Her shadowy heroes all, 
E'en mighty kings, the heirs of empire wide, 
' Rising, witii solemn state, and slow, 

From their sable thrones below. 
Meet and insult thy pride. 

What, dost thou join our ghostly train, 

A flitting shadow light and vain ? 

Where is thy pomp, thy festiye throng. 

The reyel dance, and wanton song? 
Proud king! Corruption fastens on thy breast; 
And calls her crawling brood, and bids them 
share the fieast. 

II. 1. 

Oh Lucifer ! thou radiant star ; 
Son of the Mom ; whose rosy car 

Flamed foremost in the van of day ; 
How art thou fallen, thou King of Light ! 
How fallen from thy meridian height! 
Who saidst The distant poles shall hear me and 
obey. [glow. 

High o'er the stars my sapphire throne shall 
Andy as Jehovah's self, my voice the heavens 
shall bow. 

REFERENCES. 

IK Epode, ' Hell from beneath It mo?e<l for thee>' &e. ver. 
9, 10, 11. 

fid Strophe, 'Howarttbou Mien from heaven,* &c.n«t.V%, 
UJ4. * ' 

VOL, I. X 
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II. 2. 

He spake, he died. Distain'd with gore, 
Beside yon yawning cavern hoar. 

See, where his livid corse is laid. 
The aged pilgrim, passing by, 
Surveys him long with dubious eye ; 
And muses on his fate, and shakes his reverend 
head. 
Just Heavens ! is thus thy pride imperial gone? 
Is this poor heap of dust the King of Babylon? 

11.3. 

Is this the man, whose nod 
Made the earth tremble : whose terrific rod 
Level'd her loftiest cities ? Where he trod. 

Famine pursued and frown'd ; 

Till Nature, groaning round. 
Saw her rich realms transformed to deserts dry ; 

While at his crowded prison's gate, 

Grasping the keys of fate. 
Stood stem Captivity. 

Vain man ! behold thy righteous doom ; 

Behold each neighbouring monarch's tomb ; 

The trophied arch, the breathing bust. 

The laurel shades their sacred dust: 
While tiiou, vile outcast, on this hostile plain, 
Moulder^st a vulgar corse, among the vulgar slain. 

REFERENCES. 

Sd Antistrophe, * Yet thoa shalt be brought down to Hell/ 
'^ ^c. Ter, 15, 16. 

Sd Bpode, * It this the man that made the earth to tireoiUe/ 
^te, rt, 16, n, IB, IQ, 
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III. 1. 

No trophied arch, no breathing bust 
Shall dignify thy trampled dust : 

No laurel flourish o'er thy grave. 
For why, proud king, thy ruthless hand 
Hurl'd desolation o'er the land. 
And crushed the subject race, whom kings are bom 
to save : 
Eternal infamy shall blast thy name, [shame. 
And all thy sons shall share their impious father's 

III. 2. 

Rise, purple Slaughter I furious rise ; 
Unfold the terror of thine eyes ; 

Dart thy vindictive shafts around : 
Let no strange land a shade afford. 
No conqner'd nations call them lord ; 
Nor let their cities rise to curse the goodly groumd. 

For thus Jehovah swears ; No name, no son, 
No remnant shall remain of haughty Babylon. 

III. 8. 

Thus saith the righteous Lord : 
My vengeance shall unsheath the flaming sword ; 
O'er all thy realms my fary shall be pour'd. 

Where yon proud city stood, 

I'll spread the stagnant flood; 

R£FERENCE8 . 

3d Stropbe, ' Thon shalt not be joined to them in burial/ 
&c. ▼er. so. 
Sd Antbtrophe, ' Prepare daaghter for his children/ ver. SI, 

se. 

Sd Epode, ' Saith tbe Lord, I will also make it a poswasion 
for the Uttem/ &e. yer. SS— 27. 
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And there the bittern in the sedge shall lurk, 

Moaning with sullen strain : 

While, sweeping o'er the plain, 
Destmction ends her work. 

Yes, on mine holy mountain's brow, 

111 crush this proud Assyrian foe. 

The irreYocable word is spoke. 

From Judah's neck the galling yoke 
Spontaneous falls, she shines with wonted state ; 
Thus by myself I swear, and what X swear is fete, 

MASON. 



THE FALL OF ZION. 

* It comes — it comes — ^the mighty day ! 
The mighty day of wrath and woe ! 

Slaughter, havoc, speed their way! 
Yawns the gulf of hell below ! 

Tis past — the just— the dread decree ! 

Zion ! wide it yawns for thee ! 

Soon among the Giant Dead, 

Whom tenfold chains of darkness hold, 

By the wild wave whelm'd of old, 

Low must lie thy haughty head. 
What scenes of horror open on my eye ! 
I see the spear of vengeance poised on high, 
With the red lightning wing'd — ^her crest of fire. 
Her sword with anguish edged, her arrows tipp'd 
with ire. 

* Dost thou, stUl blazing in imperial pride. 
On pomp's refulgent car sublimely ride, 
Stop to the widow's plaint the' obdurate ear, 
And mock the moaning orphan's tear ; 
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Or laugh at ease in Joy's luxuriant bower, 
While the brisk yiol cheers the festal hour ; 
Or.drain from bowls of gold the sparkling wine. 
The boast of Lebanon's or Helbon's vine ; 

Or on the downy Tyrian bed, 
Sabean odours breathing round thy head, 
Give thy warm wishes loose to wanton love? 

Know, though thy daring thoughts despise 
. The sage's voice, the prophet's cries, 
.. There's thunder, and a God aboye.' 

'Twas thus by Salem's hallow'd side,- 

In plaintiye notes, a prophet sung. 
Where Kedron-s gloomy waters lingering glide 
Hirough the deep dale with shaggy shades o'er- 

hung. 
Oft tum'd with sad presage his streaming eyes^ 
Where the famed Temple's awful domes appear. 
High o'er the steep diffuse a golden glare, 
And swell their rival grandeurs to the skies. 
His brethren round, oppress'd with equal fears. 
Catch from each other's eyes contagious tears. 

Long In deep silence sigh'd the pensive band. 
Till, with new rapture touch'd, the sacred Sire, 

Starting, with a hasty hand, 

Snatch'd again the sounding lyre. 

Then, fill'd with all the God, 
Through eveiy vein diviner ardour glow'd ; 
Roll'd his fierce eyeballs, swell'd his heaving breast. 

By the' ecstatic power oppress'd ; 
His fingers then with careless air he flings 

Across the golden strings. 
And bids in varied mode the measures flow. 
Now rapid, loud, and wild, now solemn, soft, and 
slow. 



f 
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^ Hark ! it is the clarion's sound ! 
Float on the hollow gale the shrill alarms ; 
The hills, the vales, the rocks rebellow round, 

To arms ! to arms ! to arms I 
Loud and more loud the swelling clangors rise, 
Shake the wide earth, and thunder to the skies. 

The nations tremble, as they hear ; 

Every face is pale with fear ; 
The mother starts, with boding thoughts distressed, 
Yearns o'er her babe, and strains it to her breast. 

• 

* Where Babel, towering to imperial sway, 
Lifts her proud glories to the blaze of day. 
And old Euphrates' laves her willowy side, 

I see Heaven's Angel stand. 
The' avenging angel — in his red right hand 

He waves his burning brand. 
With fierce reflection gleaming on the tide. 

He mounts his scythed wain ; 

He calls his dreadful train 

To feast on human food ; 
Ambition, Discord, Famine, and wild War, 
Rage, Desolation, Death attend the car, 
Rushing o'er slaughter'd heaps,and bathed in blood. 

* See from the north a sudden brightness beam ! 
O'er yonder hills the spreading lustres stream. 
Like meteors gleaming round the mountain brow,' 

Then flashing down the vale below. 
Now steeds and men I see, a shining train ! 
And blazen chariots lightning o'er the plain. 
On moves the host, in firm and dread array. 
Their polish'd bucklers bum against the day, 
Aad raand their helms the dazzling spl^idours 
play. 
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Amid iheir ranks hell's horrid forms appear, 
Frown in the front, and ravage in the rear. 
Behind like clouds the birds of ravine fly. 
Prescient of blood, and blacken all the sky. 
High waving o'er their heads Jehovah's sword 

Of living flame, portending vengeance near, 
The' awaken'd vengeance of its injured Lord, 

like a red comet kindles half the sphere. 

^ Zion ! now for wrath prepare ! 
Speak the signs of earth and air. 
See the sun his golden light 
Veil in shades of sudden night ! 
Peals tremendous howl on high ; 
All the concave seems on fire ; 
Flashing armies in the sky 
Now encounter, now retire ; 
l^eteors red virith flaming hair 
Through the glowing ether glare ; 
Panic terrors stalk below ; 
Hark ! a voice denouncing woe, 
'through the temple's vaulted round 
Sends a shrill and solemn sound ; 
" Depart (it cries), Depart!" 
id strikes with chill amaze the bravest heart.' 

ere ceased awhile the Sire — ^his powers op- 
liausted, ask'd an interval of rest. [press'd, 
A solemn pause ensued ; 
und in dread suspense his audience stood ; 
roused again with fresh prophetic fire, 
' strains of horror trembled on the lyre. 
I come — the mighty day f how avrftd lours 
murky mom ! the works of death begin f 
tmt, the flame— without, the sword d<6HO^aix«^> 
\nd famine wastes within. 
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Ah ! what a groan was there, 
As bursting from the bosom of Despair ! 
See o'er her famish'd babe the mother hang ! 
Maternal fondness adding edge to woe. 
Keen as her childbed's agonizing throe. 
But, oh! my chill'd blood shudders at the sight — 
Resistless hunger gives a fiercer pang. 
Mother, forbear ! — Sun, hide thy trembling light ! 
Blot out the deed accursed, Eternal Night ! 

* What new clangors strike my ear ! 
^Tis the clash of arms I hear ; 
Loud the avenging angel calls ; 
See the battle bend its course. 
Like the mountain torrent's force. 

To Salem's broken walls ! 
The' avenging angel leads the foremost band. 
Fires every heart, and strengthens every hand ; 
His streaming banner casts a crimson blaze. 
And streaks the sable clouds with sanguine rays ; 
O'er Zion's trembling hill he waves it high, ■ 
Heaven's thunder in his voice, and lightning in his 
Before his steps a thousand terrors stride, [eye : 
And gory Death grins ghastly by his side. 

* Now with victorious powers 
They scale her conquer'd towers ; 

The din of triumph rends the air ; 
Shouts of triumph — woful cries 
Echo to the midnight skies, 
And shrilling shrieks of wild despair. 
I see — I see this doleful flood 
Rolling red with native blood ; 
I fiee the' expiring father purpled o'er 
With his slaughter'd children's gore ! 
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Behold the wedded virgin's channs 
Snatch'd from her bleeding bridegroom's arms, 
Her fond name lisping with his last sad breath, ' 
And clasping in the pangs of death ! 

* See the sweet babe upon its murderer smile, 

And stop his horrid rage awhile ; 
Then on the groundsel dash'd it dies, 
Before its frantic mother's eyes. 
■ In the dread silence of despair 

The mother stands, as tum'd to stone ; 
Then looks to heaven a piercing prayer. 
To call the' avenging thunder down. 
And fainting, falling on the mangled clay, 
Kisses the paJe, cold lips, and sighs her soul away.' 

* House of my God ! I see the' unpitjrlng fire 
High o'er thy venerable domes aspire ; 
Resistless rolls the flaming deluge on, [down. 
Totter thy cracking towers, and dash with clangour 
Thy courts of peace are fill'd with loud alarms. 

Dying shrieks, and clashing arms ; 
Thy sacred floors with slaughter'd prophets streVd, 
And e'en thy mercy-seat, that awful shrine 

Of Migesty Divine, 

With priestly gore imbrued. 

Joy of the earth ! where is thy beauty now? 
Where the proud grace that crown'd thy beamy 
And state imperial? sorrowing I behold [brow 

Turret on turret roU'd, 
And dome on dome in wild confusion hurl'd. 
Like the vast wreck and relics of a world. 

O name for ever dear ! 
With sighs remember'd, uttered with a tear, 

TOL. I. K 
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Fallen art thou, Salem ! mingled with the dust ! 
lake some bright star thrown blazing from the skies. 
dne undistinguiah'd heap thy grandeur lies, 
Yet in ruin still august! 

In palaces of mighty men 
The lurking chical makes her secret den ; 

In the temple's halloVd walks 
The strutting ostrich stalks ; 
There gorged with blood the ravening vulture hies. 
There to her mate the screaming night-bird cries ; 
The hissing serpent haunts the dread abode, 
Whose trembling walls revered the' indwelling 

G<kl. 
There the grim lions thirst for human gore ; 
And heard at distance by the shuddering swain 
'Cross tiie drear horrors of the desert plain. 
Amid the hollow howling ruins roar !' 

There paused the prophet's song — 

The listening throng, 
Like statues fixed, in mute amazement stood, 
.^d anguish wrung the heart, and horror chill'c 

the blood. 
Proud Salem bows — her conscious turrets quake : 
The deep foundations of the temple shake ; 
Above their banks the' affrighted waters flow; 
Blue flames athwart the flashing ether glow ; 
Hoarse peals in loud redoubled roll resound. 
Roar the reechoing caverns — ^rocks the ground — 
Nod the high mountain tops, and tremble all 

around ! 

RET. H. MOORE. 
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MOSES VIEWING THE PROMISED 

LAND*. 



Aad Mows wcat «p ttom the plains of Moab vato the m<Nn- 
lauM of Nebo, to the top of Piapih, tbet is over agaijiM Jericho. 
Aad the Lord showed hiin all the faind of Gilead, vnto Daa. 
awl all NaphtaH, and the land of Ephraim and Manaawh, and 
aH the laad of Jadah unto the atmoat Sea; and the south, and 
the plain oi the Talley of Jericho, the ciiy of Palm Trees onto 
Zonr. And the Lord said anto him. This Is the land which I 
swarc anto Abraham, and Isaac, and Jacob, sayinf.I will give 
it unto thy seed : I have caased thee to see it with thine e>es, 
hat Ihon shah not go over thither. DEUT. xxziv. 1—4. 



As some poor pilgrim, long condemned to roam, 
A pensiye wanderer from his cheerful home, 
Pants to return the dear delights to hail, 
Which brea&e their influence o'er his natiye yale ; 
If chance, at length, he scales some mountain's 

bei^t. 
And all his coimtry swells upon the sight ; 
What sudden joy his languid eye inspires ! 
How his cold bosom bums with ancient fires ! 
So, warned by Him whose all commanding 

power 
Calls man to life, and marks his destined hour. 
Long doomed to wander on the thirsty waste. 
Long doomed to toil beneath the scorching blast. 
To Pisgah's top the holy seer withdrew. 
And Canaan's glories burst upon his view. 
High on a mount he stood, whose awful brow 
Fnywnedindark pomp o'er Jordan*s streams below; 

• TUs poem is atrtibnied to C. Grant. Esq. anthor of tha 
prise poem on the RcaloratioB of Learning In the East. 
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Whose far horizon marks the distant land, 
Where western billows lash the Tyrian strand. 

Through the wide realm, what scenes of wonder 
What forms of beauty greet his ravish'd eyes ! [rise, 
Fair smile the valleys, fair the rivers flow, / 
And groves with brightest tints of beauty glow; 
la gay luxuriance Spring's abundant train 
And waving plenty clothe the fertile plain ; 
Rich o'er the meads imfolds the varying bloom. 
Rich on the breezes floats a sweet perfume. 
Nature with joy the broad expansion fills. 
Crowned with tiie riches of a thousand hills. 
Thus while the prophet mark'd the bright do- 
main. 
From his rapt bosom burst the' impassioned strain — 
' Is this the region? this the place of rest? 
Hail, happy land, a land supremely bless'd ! 
Twice twenty times has Egypt leam'd to smile, 
Enrich'd with plenty from the stores of Mile, 
Since the proud main in billowy ramparts stood. 
And crystal bulwarks stay'd the rolling flood. 
Twice twenty summers have I toil'd to gain 
This blissful prospect, nor have toil'd in vain. 
Each mom renewed the visionary theme. 
And Canaan's glories rose in every dream. 
Now send me. Heaven, the message of release, 
My eyes behold them, and shall close in x>eace. 
In safety here shall Israel's sons recline*, 
Toid thfj rich flock, and prune the clustering vine ; 
His heavens shall shower their bounteous gifts 

around, 
And golden harvests bless the verdant ground, 
"^ere blooms the land of Palm Trees t, grateful soil ; 
tP^oanbkg presses Ho^ "m^ «\x««xq& ^t q\I; 

* BeiiC.JULziil.S8. ^ Dtml.xiA'^.V 
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Whilst flowery Carmel lifts his summits high, 
And flings his store of fragrance to the sky. 
Thy lofty cedars, Lebanon, proclaim* 
Tke destined bot'ders of Manasseh's name : 
And Jndah's race shall stretch their ample reiga 
From Jordan's margin to the western main/ 

He spoke and paused : for now celestial light 
Beam'd in full splendour on his mental sight ; 
Chased from his soul the mortal mists away, 
And on his eyeballs pouted a brighter ray ; 
New forms of vision o'er the scene expand, 
And rites of blood pollute the smiling land. 
From Anion's streams to Rabbah's watery plain, 
Extends dread Moloch's sanguinary reign. 
Whilst idol shrines with frantic shrieks resound 
Through Sidon's coast to Moab's utmost bound. 
With eager haste the wild enthusiast roves 
To weave the dance in consecrated groves ; 
Or in lone caverns, where, with orgies dire. 
Insensate voices hsiil the mystic fire, 
While cymbals loud assist the madding roar. 
Bids the foul altars blush with human gore. 

In vain the mother clasps her tender care. 
And faints in all the agony of prayer ; 
In vain the infant, with imploring cries, 
Intreats a milder doom : he bleeds, and dies. 

Stem indignation fired the prophet's eye, 
And his rent bosom heaved the labouring sigh. 

^ Ah, fools! and blind in heart! can deeds of 
blood 
Invite the smile or stay the bolts of God? 
Say, shall the mutter'd spell, the midnight charm 
Unnerve the vigour of Jehovah's arm't 
* Jotb. XV. and x?ii. 
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Behold your instant doom ; embattled hosts 
Pour their dark files in yengeance on your coasts ; 
Exulting myriads rend the' astonished air 
With strains of triumph, for the Lord is there ; 
pull on the camp the streams of glory play*. 
And bumish'd casques reflect a heavenly ray. 
Wide wasting ruin scours the reeking plain. 
And rides in thimder o'er a host of slain ; 
Low in the dust your vaimted bulwarks lie. 
Whilst flames aspire, and darkness blots the sky. 
Thrice happy Israel t, doom'd by Heayen to wield 
Its own dread weapons through the tented field ; 
The' eternal king thy raging foes disarms. 
And bears thee safe on everlasting arms. 
To earthly steel they trust the weak defence ; . 
Grod is thy shield, thy sword Omnipotence ; 
Strong in his strength, secure in aid divine, 
March on to conquest, lo ! the land is thine.' 

A sacred joy his patriot breast inspires. 
And his rapt soul with holy transport fires ; 
Full in his view the streaming banners fly, ' 
And songs of victory cleave the yielding sky. 
In his high course the flaming orb of day 
O'er Gibeon's plain arrests his downward way. 
And night's pale regent checks her silver car, 
Where Ajalon's wide vales reecho shouts of war. 

Rouse, Moloch, rouse ! thy veteran bands array ; 
Spread the deep squadrons, wake the martial lay; 
Unfurl afresh their flagging signs in air ; 
Breathe o'er their ranks the vigour of despair. 
Oh ! is there none the patriot sword to rear. 
Roll the scythed car, or shake the balanced spear f 

• Exod. XXV. 21, «2, &c. 
t Dent, xzxiii. ^ &c. 
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Avenge the cries of Philistaea's bloody 
Dash down her foes, and tower her guardian God ? 
There is — from yonder camp a giant form 
Strides through the vale, and bears resistless storm ; 
High o'er his head a brazen helmet glows, 
And folds of brass his hardy limbs enclose. 
Bright gleam the horrors of his burning shield. 
And shoot fierce lightnings o'er the dusky field. 
His livid eyeballs flash indignant fire 
On all the chiefs ; the chiefs dismay'd retire. 
No veteran warrior aims the vengeful blow. 
Nor dares the combat with so proud a foe. 
That boast is thine, and thine the destined prize, 
Thou son of Jesse, favourite of the skies. 
What though of ruddy mien and aspect fair, 
Thy tender grasp no ponderous target bear ; 
What though thy hand no thirsty falchion wield. 
Nor vizor'd casque thy youthful forehead shield ; 
Heaven deals the winged death ; 'tis Heaven alone 
Gives its sure mission to the destined stone. 

But hush'd the din of arms ; in tuneful lays 
Floats through the air the melody of praise. 
Bright as the flame that gilds the morning skies 
Thy lofty walls, imperial Salem, rise : 
Their bumish'd gold thy massy roofs display. 
And glittering columns shed a doubtful day. 
Above the rest the temple towers supreme, 
Lifts its broad front, and meets the morning beam ; 
There all the east her treasured stores combines, 
Proud Senir's firs and Ophir's golden mines. 
Exulting myriads round the porches throng. 
Urge the glad prayer and pour the heavenly song. 
Oh, who may see and live ! an awful gloom 
Of radiant glory fills the hallow'd dome ; 
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Back in amaze tiie priests appalled retire, 
Nor face the splendours of that cloudy fire. 

With joy the prophet, ^ Hail, thou bless'd abode t 
This is no other than the House of God*. 
As erst on Israel beam'd celestial li^t, 
A cloud by day, a blazing fire by night ; 
On thy dread walls descends the glorious stream, 
And light etherial veils the cherubim. 
Here shall assembled tribes with joy repair. 
Cleave to thy gates, and fill the House of Prayer : 
Through all thy courts their grateful strains shall 

rise. 
And heayen's best incense greet propitious skies. 

^ Ah, fading beam, the simshine of a day ! 
Ah, passing beauty destined to decay ! 
Vice rears her hideous form, and brooding shrouds 
The opening prospect in a night of clouds. 
In Tain I look, no radiant dawn appears 
Through the long vista of succeeding years ; 
Sad mournful waste, save where Josiah's name, . 
Or some mild Asa's shoots a transient flame. 

' Sleeps then the thunder of avenging power? 
I see, I see the gathering tempests lour ! 
Dark rolling squadrcms all thy seats surround. 
And towers and temples totter to the ground. 
On distant shores thy ceaseless sorrows flow t, 
And proud Euphrates mocks the tide of woe ; 
No songs of Sion X cheer the breath at even, 
Hail the glad morn, or waft the soul to heaven. 
But on lone banks, where drooping willows fade, 
And withering branches cast a leafless shade. 
His idle harp the weeping captive sees 

In silence trembling to the passing breeze. 

« 

* Geo. xxviil. 17. t T^ab^VoT\\»Vi C».^tlvUy. 

i Psalm cxxxvW. 
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^ Nation peirerse ! what mortal eye may trace 
The long disasters of thy guilty race ? 
Again thy sons the lofty fabric raise. 
Proud cities tower, and golden columns blaze ; 
Again they bid the ripening harvests bloom, 
Taste the pure stream, and breathe the sweet per- 
fume; 
But boast no more the ample range their own, 
Nor claim the bright reversion of a throne : 
Usurping lords the favour'd seats profane, 
And Gentile standards mock the hallow'd plain. 

* Now o'er the shadowy . fields and dim-seen 

bowers 
NighfssuUen breath imbrowns the wintry hours : 
(Ver slumbering nature no rude murmur flows, 
Tib. all hush'd stillness and a dumb repose. 
But, hark ! how sweet those solemn strains arise *, 
Swell from the vale, and echo to the tkies. 
Glory to God on high ! to man be given 
Peace and good vnll ! — I hear the song of heaven. 
Angelic choirs symphonious voices raise, 
Tone their loud harps, and pour the stream of praise. 
See darting radiance cleave the waste of night f! 
See ether flaming with a blaze of light ! 
He comes, the promised star; exult and sing. 
Ye distant isles, and hail your new-bom king. 
He comes, the Prince of Peace ! this sacred hour 
Shall own the fulness of a Saviour's power. 
^Ye blind, approach the light ; ye dumb, rejoice ; 
And in new concert raise the enraptured voice. 

* Ye, who the paths of nighfs dark vale have trod , 
Behold the rising dawn, behold your God ! 

To us a child is bom, a son is given. 
The world's last hope, the last best gif of Heaven. 
• Lake ii. 13, 14. t Matt. ii. S> &c, 

▼OL. I. ^1 
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At hilt rebuke holl's baffled legions flee, 
Tho >viiulH nre husIiM, and calm'd the raging sea. 
Uontli hears his mandate, and the silent grave 
PnK*lninis his word omnipotent to save. 

* Now swells the kindling strife; hoarse cries 
RHivnd 
On every gale, and all the concave rend. 
C*n»wd« r*dl on crowds U> Calvarv's loftv brow, 
Antl shout9 convulsive shake the plains below. 
Ho dies! the Ltml of Life resigns his breath ; 
Nulls piertH* tlie hands tliat grasp the keys of death. 
Tho vv^il is ront iu twain* dispaned fly 
Tht^ shaCtvrM nK'ks, and midnight veils the sky. 
Hurvl Ihfp dark n)ub«; upheaves the trembling 

gnmnd. 
Ami shuddmng natunc gn^ans and quakes around. 
S«ra|iliic IkwI* AvrMkiC' Ihoir thnme* abovte, 
1V» im»e in wviiikT «hi the scene of love. 
SImII man alone in itroud rrbellion i»e« 
Hwl IIm^ iMiMMi «anni and vn^ avmiginff skies ? 
La! ft«M ilie Iwi^mew ofhtf ki^ abode, 
lli whwa iftliMHi dMK^Mb the i«mbp of God. 
MmImk Mi jifclpMi^ and all iIk^ cnin of viar * 
WM«ii iMb WHic^^ M^ bfttr Itti: iaaine car. 

MM in xwiipMHK^ : Mink kis ywfl w cy 5rel5. 
i lWl ii i iw i^ i fchn J ImwimIi ko* l^inc« vk«ieU. 




ikie mwn <(€ km 
M»|^ liM««n>\<« ladder ilicki 
liwiwnpik qike ^I^Aran nf n^cks: 
aK die «li,x MOrmiL 

Ihc itodrnmini: 4ir Jkcr*- 
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In forky trains the winged bolts are hurl'd, 
And sweep yindictive through a wasted world. 
Peals swell on peals, careering thunders roll, 
And wild conimotion shakes the tottering pole. 
On Jordan's banks, that swim with native gore, 
Rome's black battalions all their fury pour : 
Less fierce some eagle through mid ether springs. 
The thunder balanced on his sounding wings ; 
No tears, no prayers, their furioua wrath can charm. 
Nor age appease, nor innocence disarm. 
From east to west the driving tempest pours *, 
From pliain to plain the whelming deluge roars : 
lliy cities fall ; the lofty flames aspire. 
And God's own temple sinks in floods of fire. 
^ Tremendous doom ! what shrieks of anguish 



nse. 



What groans of sorrow pierce averted skies ! 
Te distant climes, with devious steps and slow. 
The sad survivors of their country's woe 
Move silent on, a melancholy train. 
Or pleaid for mercy ; but they plead in vain ; 
Whilst Superstition spreads her baneful plume. 
And Canaan moans beneath the' unhallow'd gloom. 
^ But lo ! the standard waves again unfiirl'd f , 
And draws around a renovated world ; 
On Skm's brow the sacred splendours shine. 
And earth's far confines hail the welcome sign. 
Ye kings, approach and bend the grateful knee ; 
Ye Gentiles, share the general jubilee. 
At once the east and west, and south and north. 
Feel the bright beam and pour their legions forth. 
To Salem's courts what gathering crowds ascend, 
What prostrate myriads in her temple bend ! 
* Lake xvii. 24. t Millennia m. 
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Assembled nations pour the' adoring strain. 
Mix Toice with roice^and bless the' auspicious reign. 
^' Worthy the Lamb, for us his blood was given, 
The sons of God, the ransom'd heirs of heaven V*. . 
From sea to sea the glowing transports roll, . 
Shore calls on shore^ and pole resounds to pole. 
Heroes no more shall urge the thundering car. 
Or hurl their vengeance through the ranks of war : 
The din is hush'd ; the storms of discord cease, 
And savage natures harmonize in peace. 
The tawny lion, tyrant of the wood, 
F<Mrgets to rage, no more athirst for blood. 
Fierce wolves and flocks in mild accordance feed. 
Drink at' one stream, and crop <Mie ccmmion mead ;. 
The feather'd minstrels wake the tuneful grove. 
And hynm the reign of universal love. 
Earth's utmost bounds the swelling concert raise, 
And seas wide-weltering murmur notes of praise. - 
' Haste, haste, ye years; on swifter pinions 
borne. 
Speed your glad course, and rise the destined mom : 
Bid eurth's dark i^ealms with realms celestial vie, 
A lower heaven, an image of the sky. 
For me a throne of purer radiance waits, 
And heaven unfolds her everlasting gates. . 
Let the last trump its rending terrors sound, 
Let pealing thunders shake the vaulted round. 
Let stars and skies in liquid flame expire. 
And rolling suns dissolve in seas of fire- 
High o'er the wreck my soul shall wing her flight. 
And soar transported to the realms of light. 
Father, I come ; no more shall earth delay 
The hursting visions of eternal day I 
£reB DOW thy beams a sacred \3&t m^tcct) 
'^ouaemy weak, frame, and cYiceTxaY\«ai^pai^^^ws^ 
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Eren now I mount, I climb the bless'd abode. 
Bask in the smiles, and tread the courts of God. . 
There streams of life in endless glory rise, 
Ambrosial fruits and trees of Paradise. 
There kings and priests empyreal mansions own, . 
And circling seraphs guard the burning throne ; 
My kindred spirit hastes with them to prove 
The unmeasured fullness of immortal love ; 
With angel choin in prostrate joy to fall. 
Heaven my sure home, and God my all in. all.' 



THE 

RAISING OF JAIRUS' DAUGHTER. 

Death's iron slumbers <;hased, the' expectant tomb 
'Reft of its prey, and o'er the clay-cold cheek 
Life's refluent lustre shooting, theme for less 
Than seraph's harp too high, with trembling hand 
The bard essays. Aonian mockeries, hence ! 
Back to your Pindu^ nor let foot profane 
Vex the chaste ground. 'Twas yours of yore to sing. 
How with his lyre's soft magic Orpheus thrill'd 
The ear of Dis; and from his doleful realm, 
But that nor love nor pity dwelt in hell. 
Had borne Eurydice : the strain of truth 
Claims loftier inspiration. O be thou, 
Bless'd Faith (as 'tis thy wont, 'mid scenes of fate, 
Willi Heaven's own strength to-nerve the sinking 



The Christian poefs muse ; on wing of flame 
Buoy his taint flighty and guide him thto^w^ ^<^ . 
gJoom* 
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For lo ! where tossing on her resUess conch 
Meagre and flnsh'd, the food of heetic fires. 
Gasps in weak conflict with &e mortal fiend 
Capernaum's lorely dan^ter; gasps in Tain, 
Beneath his withering grasp. Nor art can lore, 
Nor might can shake him from his destined spoil. 
Vainly to him sweet Innocence her palms 
Spreads suppliant, and entreats with many a tear 
Short respite from her death pangs : Youth in rain 
Pleads his brief hopes, or ere they bloom decay'd ; 
In sudden midnight quench'd his morning sun, 
His glittering day-dreams fled : the sigh of Lore, 
Breathed from the inmost soul ; pure Friendship's 

prayer. 
Which fain with life would buy the life she crares ; 
AfiTection's tender prompt solicitude, 
Keen to explore and«eager to relieve 
The want, just hinted by the asking glance- 
All fruitless to arrest the ebbing blood, 
Or check the pulse with mad precipitance 
Fast hurrying to its goal ! But who shall tell 
The woe Jairus feels, as fiix'd he marks 
In her (so late his bosom's foremost pride) 
The quirering livid lip, its long farewell 
Faint whispering ; tum'd to him the dying look, 
Him anxious seeking with its latest beam. 
And fondly lingering on the much loved foce ! 
Ah ! whither shall he bend his soul's sad view? 
Where And repose? The future, once so bright, 
When Hope and Fancy sketch'd the happy groups 
^^^^ to a grandsire's breast, appals him now 
With horror's direst firms — ^the shrouded corse, 
J^ bier, the black procession. Scared he shrinks, 
^t^d back through many a 'weW twa«n&ct'^l'e»x 
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Darts his quick eye : but O yet deeper pangs 
lie ambush'd there ! Too faithful to the past, 
Officious memory throngs the liying scene 
With all the father's joys — ^the fond caress, 
The heart sprung smile, the glance intelligent, 
The speaking gesture, and the courted knee. 
Throne of the babe's delight! In dumb despair, 
Dumbness to which all eloquence is mute. 
He hides his countenance. At Aulis thus. 
When 'mid assembled Greece his knife of death 
Stem Calchas brandished o'er the victim maid, 
Forth from the circling host in various guise 
Burnt the wild passions, by immortal art 
Stamp'd on the glowing canvass *. Furious here 
The frantic mother raved ; there prostrate sued 
The weeping friend ; Achilles half imsheath'd 
His mighty blade t> and Telamon's brave son 
Then first knew terror. Even Ulysses felt 
Thrill through his icy heart the sudden throe, 
And wish'd uncounsel'd now his prosperous wile. 
Apart in m^esty of grief, with face 
(Beyond the painter's happiest mimicry) 
Wrapped in his lifted robe, Atrides stood 
Sadly preeminent; and art was hail'd 
Even in defeat triumphant. But avaunt 
Tales of the Tauric huntress, and the hind 
Vicarlbus, and the rescued nymph ; though told 
In strains of deathless glory. Holier song 

• The pretended marriage with Achilles, which Uiysaes mf • 
seated as a lore to draw Iphigenla to Anlis, with the sabstita- 
tion of a stag for the royal victim, and the darine origioaliiy 
with which Timanthes represented the agonies of Agamemnon, 
in his pictare of the sacrifice, are too well known to need any 
detail. 

f "B^uun fht jief^^ fAiya (itpof . HOM. 1\. «. 19^- 
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Befits the Chrifltiaii bard, whose golden lyre 
Should own no string that sounds to aught but 
Heaven. 

Borne on that sigh, her gentle spirit rose 
Buoyant through yon blue concave ; and shook off 
(Half angel ere it fled) its beauteous clay * : 
Tq its bright home by sister seraphs led, 
And by glad myriads of the sainted just 
Greeted with hymns of triumph. So the lark,^ 
Late in some sunless cottage nook confined, 
The toy of froward youth, if chance throw wide 
Its prison xloors and bid tiie captive range 
Free as its kindred choir, with strange delight 
Hears and obeys ; and, soaring to the skies. 
Floats on light plume amid the liquid noon t. 

O ye, around whose knee a daughter's arms 
(As^ tottering on, she hail'd your wish'd return) 
Have fondly fasten'd ; whose transported ear 
Has drunk the prattler^s accents, as she lisp'd 
Your welcome back with many a proffered kiss,. 
And smiles which art would emulate in vaiiH-* 
Weep for the lost Jairus. Ye have known 
What 'twas, amid the million cares and woes 
(Man's hapless lot below) to find at home 
That magic circle, o'er whose charmed round, 
Save by the guidance of the wizard fates, 
Nor cares nor woes intrude. O, pause and 'think. 
Even in your noontide blaze of rapture think. 
If God his fostering beam should turn aside. 
What darkness may be yours ! and, while ye kneel 

* Amidst (he trifling' discordancy of ibe Evangelists, which 
•ecnrs in this place, it may be proper to stiite that I have fol- 
lowed St. Matthew. 

f If are per «sutcm liquldam.— WiLG. Gtot^ U* ^ 
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in grateful -feiTour to protecting Heaven, 
In generous sadness for Jairus weep. 
■ No ; . o'er his agonies rejoice : rejoice. 
That sharpest suffering led his anxious step 
To life's pure source, and bid him from that fount 
Exhaustless drink and live. With show of hate 
Thus oft kind Mercy, mask'd in anger's guise, 
Smites whom she loves. The mad tornado oft 
Sweeps on rough wing across a smiling land ; 
And what was Eden, ere the spoiler came, 
Lies a waste wilderness : but thence the breeze, 
THiich stagnant erst in sultry stillness slept. 
Is quicken'd into health, and genial gales 
Play round the languid temple. Borne from far. 
Where Nubia melts beneath the burning day. 
Oft the broad torrent with resistless flood 
Whelms infant Spring ; and trembling Egypt vieWs 
O'er his soft bloom the wide spread deluge close : 
Yet thence emerging soon the rosy boy. 
With lusty sinew by the billow strung. 
Quaffs the rich tide and thrives at every pore. . 

Haste then to Christ, and prostrate at his feet. 
With hope's bright ardour glowing ia thine heart,* 
Implore his sovereign aid. To that bless'd ear 
The good man's sorrows never rise in vain. 
O, tell him that thy child, thy manhood's joy. 
The* expected grace and guardian of thine age. 
In Death's chill gripe has wither'd, like a flower 
Scathed by the summer storm. — But no ; forbear ! 
He knows thy woes : thy bosom's inmost pulse 
Throbs' to his eye. And lo, with eager haste 
Zealous through thronging crowds he presses on, 
At thine and pity's summons ! Stay him not) 
Ye curioua, ye djseased : And thou wlioae \)\ocA 

VOL, I, jg^ 
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Twelre tedious springs the' insatiate plague * has 

drain'd, 
Catch not his robe ; though thou art wretched too, 
Revere a {mrenf s anguish. Wondrous man ! 
Eyen from his hem, by fedth's pure finger touch'd, 
The healing virtue flows, nor aught delays 
His onward foot. And now the deafening din 
Of minstrel mourners marks the drear abode. 
Where fast the maiden slumbers ; undisturb'd 
By wailing friends, the deep funereal dirge, 
And all the pcnnp of gprief. And now her hand 
The Saviour takes-; now from the' Almighty lip 
Issues the irresistible decree, 
' Damsel, arise.' Her mortal sleep dispelled. 
And life's new vigour tingling through h6r veins. 
Instant she wakes, as from a raptured dreanr 
Chased by the mom's soft whispei* ; and beholds. 
With all the daughter rushing to her eyes. 
Her father by her side. O, what was then 
His gush of joy, as to his bounding heart 
He caught, he clasp'd her close ! Not more the bliss 
The patriot hero feels, whose lifted arm ^ [coasts 
Onards his loved Prince, while round his country's 
Invasion's hovering harpies scream for prey: 
Not more his bliss when, sheath'd the hallow'd 
(Its work of glory done, and in the dust [steel 
The' insulting foe laid low) with honest toil, 
'Mid the dear pledges of domestic love. 
He tills the fields his unbought valour saved. 

And so when, sign of universal doom, 
'Midst heaven's circumference, yon golden orb 
Shall veil his flaming forehead ; and the moon. 
Portentous phase! on ether's azure vest 

• MtrkW. «d. 
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Glare a red blood-spot : while in fearful course 
Athwart or backward, whirling through the void, 
The lawless planets rash ; and earth, convulsed, 
Beep to her centre shakes — on Death's dull ear 
Again the thrilling voice shall burst ; again 
From his gaun^ grasp the shrouded victim rend. 
And pour through all his caves empyreal day. 
No single corse, as when with joy's wild throb 
Close to his heaving breast Jairus strain'd 
His rescued child; but swarms, to equal whom 
Night's spangled host or Libya's world of sand 
Were faint comparison, to sudden life 
Shall start amazed. With keen compunction some. 
Self-sentenced ere they meet their righteous Judge, 
Shall to the crashing rocks and mountains cry 
To screen them firom his presence. Fruitless prayer ! 
Nor rocks nor whelming mountains can subdue 
The conscious bosom's anguish : deep within, 
Coil'd round their life-strings, lies the' immortal 

worm. 
And g^aws with sharp remorse the quivering heart. 
Others (and O may he, whose feeble hand 
Frames this weak verse, the chosen number swell f) 
Their mortal clay resign'd, in heavenly forms 
Shall rise, resplendent as the summer sun 
Even in his midday lustre ; and with bliss, 
O'erpaying years of bitterest agony. 
Hear the glad accents : ' Faithful servants, come ; 
Receive your promised meed. Your toils were 

great. 
And great is their reward. The God ye served, 
Steadfast when passion sapp'd and scorn assail'd, 
He, He is yours : for you is twined the "wteaXXi 
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Of Eden's greenest amaranth, and for you 
Flung wide the' eternal portals. Enter in, 
Your task complete, your race of duty run, 
And share the joys and glories of your Lord.' 

REV. F« WRANGHAM. 



HYMNS. 



HYBIN I. 



O THOU, who from thy heaven of Love 

To Man, in mercy, came. 
And took, descending from above, 

His Nature and his Name ; 

Humanity! — ^Thou sent of God, 
When Earth was heard to mourn, 

To trace the steps our Saviour trod, 
And wait till his return ; 

Here, Angel Virtue ! shake thy plumes. 

Their incense here impart. 
And wing the willing hand that comes , 

With succour from the heart. 

Close at thy side see Faith attend, 

And point her golden rod ; 
While Hope, still brightening to the end. 

Here seeks her parent GU>d. 

O God, may these three Graces bind 

In one resplendent zone 
The destinies of humankind, 

And hang them to thy Throne. 
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HYMN U. 

Why does the will of Heareii ordain 

A world 80 mix'd with woe? 
Why pour down want, disease, and pain 

On wretched men below ? 

It was the Will of God to leave 

Those ills for man to mend ; 
Nor let Affliction pass the grare, 

Before it found a friend. 

It was by sympathetic ties 

The human race to bind ; ■ 
To warm the heart and fill the eyes. 

With pity for our kind. 

Pity that, like the hearenly bow, 

On darkest cloud doth shine.; 
And makes, with her celestial glow, 

The human face— -diyine. 

Where Mercy takes her customed stand 

To bid her flock rejoice ; 
'TIS there, with Grace extends the hand, 

There Music tunes the yoice. 

And He, who speaks in Mercy's name, 

No fiction needs, nor art; 
The still small voice of Nature's claim 

Reechoes through each heart. 

Where Pity's frequent tear is shed. 

There God is seen — ^is found ; 
Descends upon the hallow'd head. 

And sheds a glory round. 
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But Charity itself may fail, 

Which doth not actire prove, 
Nor will the prayer of Faith avail 

Without the works of Love. 



HYMN m. 

I 

O, SWEETER than the fragrant flower 

At Evening's dewy close, 
The Will united with the Power 

To succour human woes ! 

And softer than the softest strain 

Of Music to the ear. 
That placid joy we give and gain 

By Gratitude sincere ! 

The husbandman goes forth afield ; 

What hopes his heart expand ; 
What calm delight his labours yield, 

A harvest — ^from his hand. 

A hand that providently throws, 

Nor dissipates in vain : 
How neat his field I how clean it grows ! 

What produce from each grain ! 

The nobler husbandry of mind, < 

The culture of the heart, . 
Shall this, with man, less favour find ? 

Less genuine joy impart? 

O no — ^your goodness strikes a root 

That dies not nor decays. 
And future life shall yield the fruit 

That blossoms now-in praise. 
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The youthful hopes, that here expand 

Their green and tender leaves, 
Shall spread a plenty o'er the land 

In rich and yellow sheaves. 

Thus, a small bounty well bestowM, 
May perfect Heaven's high plan ; 

First Daughter to the Love of God, 
Is Charity to Man. 

'TIS He who scatters blessings round. 

Adores his Maker best : 
For Him whose life was mercy-crown'd. 

The bed of Death is bless'd. 

HYBIN IV. 

In this fair globe with ocean bound, 
And with the starry concave crown'd. 
In earth below, in heaven above. 
How clear reveal'd that God is Love ! 

I seem to hear the Angelic voice 
Which bless'd the work, and bade, rejoice ! 
It vibrates still through every part. 
And echoes through my grateful heart. 

In God all creatures live and move. 
Motes in the sunbeam of his love. 
Vast Nature quickens in his sight. 
Existence feels and new delight. 

Through glad creation's ample range 
Rolls on the wheel of ceaseless change : 
The Phoenix renovates his breath. 
Nor dreads destruction e'en in death. 
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From ashes of this world, sublime, 
Beyond the reach of thought or time, 
On wings of Faith and Hope he soars, 
And Truth in Love eternally adores. 

DR. DRENNAN. 



HYMN. 

Glorious Author of the year. 

Teach us at thy shrine to bow! 
As thy varying months appear. 

Let our lips renew the vow. 

When the dove-eyed Spring looks out 
From her infant nest of flowers, 

On the green fresh woods about, ^ 

Sparkling in the sunny showers-^ 

When, as up the blue profound, 
Summer climbs her noonday height. 

Not the breathing of a sound 

Wanders through the depth of light — 

When, o'er harvest-waving hill. 

And on gaily blossom'd heath. 
Autumn glows — or, beauteous still. 

Wears the golden veil of death — 

When, like some unspotted corse. 

Shrouded in its virgin white, 
Nature yields to Winter's force. 

Only to revive more bright — 

Glorious Author of the year. 

Teach us at thy shrine to bow! 
As thy var3ring months appear. 

Let our lips ren^w the vow. 

REV. F. HODGSON. 
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HYMN*. 

In Sleep's serene obliyion laid, 

I safely passM the silent night ; 
At once I see the breaking shade, 

And drink again the morning Ught. 

New bom— I bless the waking hour, 
Once more, with awe, rejoice to be; 

My conscious soul resumes her power. 
And springs, my gracious Grod, to thee. 

O, guide me through the various maze, 
My doubtful feet are doom'd to tread ; 

And spread thy shield's protecting bla2se, 
When dangers press around my head. 

A deeper shade will soon impend, 
A deeper sleep my eyes oppress ; 

Yet still thy strength shall me defend^ 
Thy goodness still shall deign to bless. 

That deeper shade shall fade away, 
That deeper sleep shall leave my eyes ; 

Thy light shall- give eternal day! 
Thy love the rapture of the skies! 

DR. HAWK£SWORTH. 



THE WORLD ILLUSIVE. 

The world is all a fleeting show. 

For man's illusion given ; 
The smiles of joy, the tears of Voe, 
Deceitful shine, deceitful flow, — 

There's nothing true but Heaven! 

• Composed hi the night, about a month before the death of 
the aniUor. 

VOL. I. « 
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And false the light on Glory's plume 

As fading hues of even. 
And love, and hope, and beauty's bloom 
Are blossoms gathered from the tomb, — 

There's nothing bright but Heaveh. 

Poor wanderers of a stormy day, 

From wave to wave we're driven j 
And fancy's flash and reason's ray 
Serve but to light the troubled way, — 
There's nothing calm but Heaven! 

T. MOORE. 



'^ 



HYMN ON THE SPRING. 

While Nature, full of milder grace. 
Expects the glad return of Spring, 

Already see the feather'd race 
Chaunt jocimd on exulting wing ! 

The rising flowers, the budding trees, 
Each airy songster's notes inspire, 

Nor shall my Muse forget with these 
To join the imiversal choir. 

Hail! Parent! God! Creator! hail! 
_ Rich fount of life, of sense, of joy !• 
Tliy praise, till this weak tongue shall fail. 
For ever shall this tongue employ. 

When mom dispels the shades of night, 
I trace thee through the livelong day ; 

When eve succeeds retiring light, 
Thy name still animates my lay. 
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While, taught by thy unerring skill, 

Successive seasons intervene, 
E^rth all obedient hears thy will, 

And spreads the vegetable scene. 

Thy sun, the herald of thy praise. 

Fills with new life the pregnant plains, 

Pours 01^ each spot the vital rays ; 

Bids e^h be bom ; and bom, sustains. 

The brood that crowds the watery space. 
The rapid streams^ and trickling rills, 

The insect troops, the reptile race. 
The cattle on a thousand hills, 

All, all confess thy tender care. 

And thine Almighty Power proclaim ; 

Through earth and sea and trackless air 
The voice of Nature is the same. 

The bright assembled worlds on high 
Roll constant through the liquid space, 

With sparkling glories gild the sky. 

Where thy great hand describes their race. 

The dew-bent clouds, for Thee, their Lord, 
Distill the gentle kindly shower ; 

Or, ready to fulfil thy word. 

The fierce impetuous torrent pour. 

Restrained by thee, the fanning gales 
The thick wood's waving surface sweep. 

Or, loosed, rush headlong through the vales, 
And plough the hoarse-resounding deep. 

.At thy command, in silent flakes 

Congeal'd descends the fleecy snow ; 

Vast ice incrusts the stagnate lakes; 
And streams arrested cease to flow. 
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By thy Almighty Nod enlarged. 
The awfal thunder shakes the skies ; 

And diroagh the cleft expanse discharged, 
Sadden the forked lightning flies. 

* See this, thou madly stubborn mind. 

Whom wilM errors lead astray; 

Whose eye to foir experience blind, 

Amidst the circling blaze of day, 

* Can see no Providence Divine, 

The wise, the wondrous plan advance ; 
No power supreme through Nature shine ; 
No world but this; no God but chance. 

^ Put off the mean, the fatal pride 

Which turns thy foot from truth's plain road. 
And own a God alone supplied 

The very power to doubt a God. 

' From Him, the' exhaustless source of good. 
Thy parts, thine active spirits flow ; 

Through His kind aid is understood 
All art can teach, all man can know. 

' And art thou still perversely wrong? 

Thy rash resolves can nothing move? 
Not all the amazing proofs that throng 

Within, around thee, and above ! 

' Persist! but, know the day will come, 
(Be sure 'twill come ; — ^perhaps 'tis near !) 

When thou, beneath conviction dumb, 
Confused and conscious shalt appear ; — 

' When thou with shame, remorse, and tears, 
Shalt open thine unwilling eyes ; 

Shalt feel the truth thy folly sneers ; 
Shalt try the Power thy pride denies !' 



DEVOTIONAL. AND MORAL. 93 

Exalted then to perfect bliss, 

O'er worlds of joy the good shall rove ; 
Who sought those happier worlds in this, 

Through faith, integrity, and love. 

Transporting thought! — * O God! thy grace, 
As onward dazzled reason goes, 

Bright and more bright its beams displays. 
More glorious scenes of wonder shows !' 

In vain, my Muse, thy hand essays 
To tune the faintly sounding shell ; 

Leave to eternity the praise 
Which scarce eternity can tell. 

BISHOP. 



VERSES 

ON THE 

9eatl^ of tfie lEUb. ts^ffovansi S6pencer, of ICiiierpooI, 

l¥HO WAS DROWNED IN BATHING IN THE TIDE, 
AUGUST 5, 1811. 



V. 



Tby way is in the sea, and thy path in the nreat waters, and 
thy footsteps are not known. P/o/mlzxvii. 19. 



I WILL not sing a mortal's praise ; 
To Thee I consecrate the lays. 

To whom my powers belong ; 
These gifts, upon thine altar strown, 
O God ! accept — accept thine own : 
My gifts are thine ; be thine alone 

The glory of my song. 
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In earth and ocean, sky and air, 
All that is excellent and fair, 

Seen, felt, or understood. 
From one eternal canse descends, 
To one eternal centre tends. 
With God begins, continues, ends. 

The source and stream of good. 

I worship not the sun at noon, 

The wandering stars, the changing moon, 

The wind, the flood, the flame ; 
I will not bow the rotive knee 
To wisdom, Tirtue, liberty ; 
^ There is no god but God' for me, 

Jehovah is his name. 

Him through all nature I explore ; 
Him in his creatures I adore. 

Around, beneath, above ; 
But clearest in the human mind 
His bright resemblance when I flnd. 
Grandeur with purity combined, 

I most admire and love. 

O, there was One— on earth awhile 
He dwelt ; but transient as a smile 

That turns into a tear 
His beauteous image pass'd us by ; 
He came like lightning firom the sky. 
He seem'd as dazzling to the eye. 

As prompt to disappear. 

Sweet in his undissembling mien 
Were genius, candour, meekness seeB, 
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The lips that loved the truth ; 
The single eye, whose glance sublime 
Look'd to eternity through time ; 
The soul, whose thoughts were wont to climb 

Above the hopes of youth. 

Of old *, before the lamp grew dark, 
Reposing near the sacred ark. 

The child of Hanifah's prayer 
Heard, midst the temple's silent round, 
A living voice ; nor knew the sound 
That thrice alarm'd him ere he found 
. The Lord, who chose him there. 

Thus early call'd, and strongly moved, 
A prophet from a child approved, 

Spencer his course began ; 
From strength to strength, from grace to grace, 
Swiftest and foremost in the race. 
He carried victory in his face. 

He triumph'd while he ran. 

How short his day ! — the glorious prize. 
To our slow hearts and failing eyes, 

Appeared too quickly won : 
The warrior rush'd into the field. 
With arm invincible, to wield 
The spirit's sword, tibe spirit* s shield. 

When lo ! the fight was done. 

The loveliest star of evening's train 
Sets early in the eastern main, 

• 1 Samnel i. aod iii. 
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And leaves the world in night; 
The brightest star of morning's host. 
Scarce risen, in brighter beams is lost : 
Thus sunk his form on ocean's coast, 

Thus sprang his soul to light. 

Who shall forbid the eye to weep 
That saw him,, from the ravening deep, 

Pluck'd like the lion's prey? • 
For ever bovr'd his honour'd head. 
The spirit in a moment fled, 
The heart of friendship cold and dead. 

The limbs a vnreath of clay. 

Revolving his mysterious lot, 

I mourn him,4)ut I praise him not; 

To God the praise be given. 
Who sent him, like the radiant bow. 
His covenant of peace to show, . 
Athwart the passing storm to glow. 

Then vanish into heaven. 

O Church! to whom the youth was deat. 
The angel of thy mercies near. 

Behold the path he trod ; 
A ' milky way' through midnight skies ! 
Behold the grave in which he lies : 
Even from the dust the prophet cries, 

' Prepare to meet thy God.' 

MONTGOBIERY. 
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THE FOLLY OF ATHEISM. 

Dull Atheist! could a giddy dance 

Of atoms lawless hurl'd 
Constmct so wonderfal, so wise, 

So harmonized a world? 

Why do not Arabe's driving sands, 

The sport of every storm, 
Fair freighted fleets, the child of chance, 

Or gorgeous temples form? 

Presumptuous wretch ! thyself survey, 

That lesser fabric scan ; 
Tell me from whence the' immortal dust. 

The god, the reptile man? 

Where wast thou, when this populous jearth 

From chaos burst its way, 
When stars exulting sung the mom. 

And hail'd the new-bom day ? 

What, when the embryo speck of life. 

The miniature of man. 
Nursed in the womb, its slender form 

To stretch and swell began? 

Say, didst thou warp the fibre woof? 

Ghr mould the sentient brain? 
Thy fingers stretch the living nerve? 

Or fill the purple vein ? 

Didst thou then bid the bounding heart 

Its endless toil begin ? 
>T clothe in flesh the hardening bone. 
Or weave the silken skin ? 

>L. I. O 
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Who bids the babe to catch the breeze, 

Expand its panting breast ; 
And with impatient hands untaught, 

The milky rill arrest? 

Or who with tmextingiiish'd love 

The mother's bosom warms, 
Along the nigged paths of life 

To bear it in her arms ? 

A God ! a God ! the wide earth shouts, 

A God ! the heavens reply ; 
He moulded in his palm the world, 

And hung it in the sky. 

' Let us make man \' With beauty clad, 

And health in every vein ; 
And reason throned upon his brow 

Stepp'd forth majestic man. 

Around he turns his wondering eyes, 

All Nature's works surveys ; 
Admires the earth! the skies! himself! 

And tries his tongue in praise. 

^ Ye hills and vales ! ye meads and woods, 
Bright sun, And glittering stars ! 

Fair creatures, tell me if you can, ' 
From whence, and what I am ? 

* What parent power, all great and good, 

Do these around me own ? 
Tell me, Creation, tell me how 

To' adore the vast Unknown!* 

DR. DARWIN. 
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TO DEATH. 

I COME not, Death ! with vain, untimely fears, 
Urn-shadowing cypress and the midnight dew, 

To offer at thy shrine, 

And deprecate thy wrath. 

I bring not Fear, in Frenzy's robe array'd, 
To own the ruling terrors of thy name. 

And feed thy cruel pride 

With murmurs of despair. 

For what art thou, O Death ! that Reason's eye 
Should shun the menace of thy threatening might ; 

Or turn upon thy form 

The gaze of wild dismay? 

Or why should Terror arm thy upraised hand 
With shafts of anger, and the murderer's rage ; 

And throw around thy brows 

The lightning's livid fires? 

Were life the limit of the spirit's course, 
The grave the barrier of her brief career. 

Beyond whose loathsome bourn 

No star of being gleam'd; 

Had Nature to tiie winds of heaven proclaimed 
No bright reversion that awaits the soul. 

When, bursting from her chains, 

She seeks her kindred skies ; 

Did not Religion from thy masked brow 
Pluck the vain shadow of a mimic crown, 

And lift the veiling cowl. 

To show a seraph's smile ; v 



\ 
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Then, Death ! Fd hail thee monarch ! and thy shrine 
Should hear my TOWS, and bear my proffered bribes. 

To win the light of heaven 

One moment to my gaze ! 

I'd clasp the breast that loves me, and would swear. 
In madness, that thine unrelenting hand 
Never, with ruthless might, 
Should rend affection's bands ! 

But since Religion's clear prevailing voice, 
With words of mercy, tells the trembling soul 

That Heaven has Death ordain'd 

Its minister of love ! . 

Bring flowers, bring essence from the living rose. 
And strew aroimd the sickly couch of Death, 

From whence the spirit bounds 

Oh her immortal wings. 

Be this thy triumph and thy glorious boast. 
Angel of Death ! that at thine awful call 
The shadowing veil is rent. 
Time's fleeting structure falls. 

The seraph vision of the glowing mind. 
The hope of Genius, and the soul's desire 
Start into light and form^ 
Freed by thy transient power ! 

p. M. JAMES. 
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ON DEATH. 



To KarOaviu dt^riv; Eo R I pS^m^^ 



Oh ! for Elijah's car, to wing my way 
O'er the dark gulf of Death to endless day ! 
A thousand ways, alas I frail mortals lead 
To her dire den, and dreadful all to tread. 
See ! in the horrors of yon house of woes 
Troops of all maladies the fiend enclose 1 
High on a trophy, raised of human bones. 
Swords, spears, and arrows, and sepulchral stones. 
In horrid state she reigns ! attendant ills 
Besiege her throne, and when she frowns she kills : 
Through the thick gloom the torch red-gleaming 

bums, 
O'er shrouds, and sable palls, and mouldering urns; 
While flowing stoles, black plumes, and scuteheons 

spread 
An idle pomp around the silent dead : 
Unawed by power, in common heap she flings 
The scrips of beggars, and the crowns .of kings : 
Here gales of sighs, instead of breezes,' blow. 
And streams of tears for ever murmuring flow : . 
The mournful yew with solemn horror waves 
His baleful branches, saddening e'en the graves : 
Around all birds obscene loud-screannng fly. 
Clang their black wings, and.shriek along the sky : 
The ground perverse, though bare .and barren, 

breeds 
All poisoBSi foes to life, and noxious weed^^ * 
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But, blasted frequent by the' unwholesome sky, 
Dead fall the birds, the very poisons die. 

Full in the entrance of the dreadful doors, 
Old age, half vanished to a ghost, deplores : 
Propp'd on his crutch, he drags with many a groan 
The load of life, yet dreads to lay it down. 

There, downward driying an unnumber'd band, 
Intemperance and Disease walk hand in hand : 
These Torment, whirling with remorseless sway 
A scourge of iron, lashes on the way. 

There frantic Anger, prone to wild extremes, 
Grasps an ensanguined sword, and Heayen blas- 
phemes. 
There heart-sick Agony distorted stands. 
Writhes his convulsiye limbs, and wrings his hands. 
There Sorrow droops his ever pensive head, 
And Care still toss^ on his iron bed : 
Or, musing, fastens on the ground his eye ' 
With folded arms : with every breath a sigh. 
Hydrops unwieldy wallows in a flood ; 
And Murder rages, red vnth human blood. 
With Fever, Famine, and afflictive Pain, 
Plague, Pestilence, and War, a dismal train ! 
These and a thousand more the fiend surround. 
Shrieks pierce the air,and groans to groans resound. 

heavens ! is this the passage to the skies 
That man must tread, when man your favourite dies ? 
Oh ! for Elijah's car, to wing my way 

O'er the dark gulf of Death to endless day ! 

Confounded at the sight, my spirits fled. 
My eyes rain'd tears, my very heart was dead ! 

1 wail'd the lot of man, that all would shun. 
And all must bear that breathe beneath the sun. 

When lo ! a heavenly form, divinely fair. 
Shoots from the starry vault through fields of air; 
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And swifter than on wings of lightning driyeu, 
At once seems here and there, in earth and heaven ! 
A dazzling brightness in refulgent streams 
Flows from his locks inwreath'd with sunny beams : 
His roseate cheeks the bloom of heaven display, 
And from his eyes dart glories more than day : 
A robe of light condensed around him shone. 
And his loins glitter'd with a starry zone ; 
And while the listening winds lay hush'd to hear, 
Thus spoke the vision, amiably severe : [lot, 

' Vain man ! wouldst thou escape the common 
To live, to suffer, die, and be forgot? 
JLook back on ancient times, primeval years, 
All, all are pass'd ! a mighty void appears ! 
Heroes and kings, those gods of earth, whose tame 
Awed half the nations, now are but a name ! 
The great in arts or arms, the wise, the just 
Mix wi& the meanest in congenial dust! 
Even saints and prophets the same patilis have trod, 
Ambassadors of heaven, and friends of God ! 
And thou, wouldst ihou the general sentence fly ? 
Moses is dead ! thy Saviour deign'd to die ! 
Mortal, in all thy acts regard thy end ; [friend : 
Uve well the time thou livest, and Death's thy 
Then curb each rebel thottght against the sky, 
And die resigned, O man, ordain'd to die !' 

He added not, but spread his wings in flight, 
And vanished instant in a blaze of light. 

Abash'd, ashamed, I cry, *' Eternal Power ! 
I yield ! I wait, resigned, the' appointed hour ! 
Man, foolish man, no more thy soul deceive ; 
To die is but the surest way to live ! 
When age we ask, we ask it in ourwrong, 
And pray our time of suflering may be long ; 
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The nauseous draugkt, and dregs of life to drain 
And feel infirmity and length of pain. 
What art thou, LLfe, that we should court thy stay ? 
A breath, one single gasp must puff away ! 
A short-lived flower, that with the day must fade ! 
A fleeting vapour, and an empty shade I 
A stream that silently, but swiftly, glides 
To meet eternity's immeasured tides I 
A being, lost alike by pain or joy; 
A fly can klU it, or a worm destroy ! 
Impair'd by labour, and by ease undone. 
Commenced in tears, and ended in a groan ! 
Even While I write, the transient now is pass'd. 
And Death more near this sentence than the last!. 
As some weak isthmus seas from seas divides. 
Beat by rude waves, and sapp'd by rushing tides, 
Tom .from its base, no more their fury bears, 
At once they close, at once it disappears: 
Such, such is life ! the mark of misery placed 
Between two worlds, the future and the past ; 
To time, to sickness, and to death a prey, 
It sinks, the &ail possession of a day ! 

As some fond boy, in sport, along the shore 
Builds from the sands a fabric of an hour ; 
Proud of his spacious walls and stately rooms. 
He styles the mimic cells imperial domes ; 
The little monarch swells with fancied sway, 
Till some wind, rising, puffis the dome away : 
So the poor reptile, man! an heir of woe. 
The lord of earth and ocean> swells in show ; 
He plants, he builds, aloft the walls arise ! 

The noble plan he finishes, and dies. 

Swept from the earth, he shares the common fate ; 
His sole distinction now, to rot in state ! 
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Thus busy to no end, till, out of breath, 
Tired we lie down, and close up all in death. 

Then blessed the man whom gracious Heaven 
has led 
Through life's blind mazes to the' immortal dead ! 
Who, safely landed on the blissful shore, 
Nor human folly feels, nor frailty more ! 
O Death! thou cure of all our idle strife; 
End of the gay or serious farce of life : 
Wish of the just, and refuge of the' oppress'd ; 
Where poverty, and where e'en kings find rest! 
Safe from the frowns of power,calm thoughtful hate,- 
And the rude insults of the scornful great. 
The grave is sacred ! wrath and malice dread 
To violate its peace, and wrong the dead ; 
But Life, thy name is Woe ! to Death we fly 

To grow inmiortal into life we die ! 

Then wisely Heaven in silence has cpnfined 
The happier dead, lest none should stay behind. 
What though the path be dark that must be trod, 
Though man be blotted from the works of Grod, 
Though the four winds his scatter'd atoms bear 
To earth's extremes through all the' expanse of air i 
Yet, bursting glorious from the silent clay, 
He mounts triumphant to eternal day. 

So when the sun rolls down the' etherial plain. 
Extinct his splendours in the whelming main, 
A transient night earth, air, and heaven invades. 
Eclipsed in horrors of surrounding, shades. 
But soon emerging with a fresher ray. 
He starts exultant, and renews the day. 

BROOME. 
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THE CONSOLER. 

It seemed as Nature's flame were dead ! — "So beam 
From sun or moon diffused its cheering gleam 
O'er that dark sky^ at mom which seem'd so fair, 
It thence seem'd darker now. The murky air, 
Close, thick, and lowering, with its burthen press'd 
The spirits down, andclogg'd the labouring breast. 
The birds were silent on the leafless spray ; 
And wild and waste the soul's Elysium lay, 
Spoiled of its floral treasure. Cankerous Want 
And Sorrow's worm had kill'd Health's blooming 

plant: 
Hope, the fond sunflower, turned no more its eye 
Where orient lustre fired the eastern sky : 
The primrose. Youth, was dead, untimely dead; 
The lilly, Virtue, lived, but droop'd its head ; 
And Bilias (that empress-rose,whose odorous power 
And blushing cups at mom's delicious hour 
Pour'd on my senses from its emerald seats 
A, blaze of beauties and a cloud of sweets). 
Now, lost its glowing gems and green attire. 
Met my sad eyes a rude unsightly briar. 
Menaced my hand with thorns, as near I drew, 
And wept its Tavish'd flowers in tears of dew. 
Oh ! I was sad at soul ! — No aid was nigh. 
No present joy, no future hope ! — ^Mine eye 
Where'er in suppliant anxious search I tum'd, 
Twas anguish, 'twas despair ! — My bosom bum'd, 
My heart was broken ! Now in sullen mood 
And dull dark apathy I silent stood, 
lake one to marble changed : and now again 
Wild Memory flashed her torch athwart my brain, 
And fired it into madness. Then the groimd 
I struck with throbbing front, and scattered round 
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Locks of torn hair ; and still in frantic tone 

Of mingled rage and pain, half shriek, half groan, 

I rayed of honest hearts with treachery paid, 

Of perjured love, false friends, and trust betray'd, ' 

And cursed in bitter grief and fury vain 

Man's flinty heart and woman's fickle brain. 

When lo ! as thus in, maniac state I lay, 
A Matron towards me won her easy way. 
With solemn steps she moved: her robes of white 
Of vestal make, though not so dazzling bright. 
Were pure as Virtue's ovna. : and o'er her head 
A cypress veil in decent guise was spread, 
Fix'd on her forehead by a sacred wreath, 
And pass'd in graceful folds her chin beneath. 
Inspiring awe, but awe unmix'd with fear, 
Calm was her cloudless eye : Her brow, so clear 
From vninkles, spoke (though pale) a heart which 

ne'er 
Had known the vtrithering touch of guilt or care. 
A bowl, around whose brim the poppy reign'd. 
In her right hand she bore : Her left sustain'd . 
A mirror, on whose polish'd breast were shown 
A thousand mingled shapes of things xmknown. 
Where Fancy bade the enraptured thought unite 
All tiiat was pfure and precious, £eur and bright. 
Yet what those objects were, in vain mine eyes 
I strain'd to know; for still would mists arise, 
Which o'er the crystal surface as they played 
Confounded light vrith light, and shade vnth shade. 
Yet oh ! so beauteous showed those clouded views. 
So bright those doubtful forms and blended hues, 
I thought, vdiile gazing on their lines obscure, 
All intness'd pomp seiem'd mean, all dreams of 
wealth seem'd poor ! 
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She wayed her hand ; the clouds dispersed !— 
'tis true, 
The gaudy sun no dazzling lustre threw 
Afliwart heay^fi vault; but that clear tranquil 
Whose sober hue attends on closing day, [grayy 
Stole o'er the skies, eye-soothing ! — On the dame 
With lofty head and port majestic came ; 
And, as she pass'd, oft cropt some drooping flower, 
Whose beauties bloom'd unmark*d in sunless bower, 
TiU pluck'd by her, then first perceived the eye. 
Its form how graceful, and how rich its dye. 
As on she moved, Want, Sorrow, Pain, and Care 
Fled from her glance, and sought less sacred air. 
Soothed by her voice, inveterate Malice pour'd 
His arrows at. her feet, and broke his sword. 
Deep l^umber bound tiiie Passions' stormy train ; 
No more did Slander hiss, or hiss*d in vain : 
And where that Matron's haUow'd step once trod 
Envy herself with flowers oft dress'd the sod. 

With awfiil hope I gazed, while near she drew, 
And from her bowl on my parch'd forehead threw 
Some opiate drops. — Oli ! then how swift my soul 
Cast off her burthen ! Grateful languor stole 
O'er all my frame, and soon my temples rotmd 
Sleep with soft hand her wreath of poppies bound. 
Yet ere I sank to rest — ' Oh ! thou,' I said, 
' Pain's readiest balm, and Sorrow's surest aid, 
Whose power can every pang and care repel, 
Oh ! Friend of Misery, deign thy name to tell !' — 

if paused. — ^The gracious smile consent reveal'd ; 
With holiest kiss my wearied eyes she seal'd ; 
And while her lips inhaled my sighing breath. 
Softly she whisper'd — ' Friend^ my name is Deatii.' 

M. O. LEWIS. 
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THE GRAVE. 

There is a calm for those that weep, 

A rest for weary pilgrims found, 
They softly lie and sweetly sleep 

Low in the ground. 

The storm that wrecks the wintry sky 
No more disturbs their deep repose 
Than summer evening's latest sigh 

That shuts the rose* 

I long to lay this painful head 

And aching heart beneath the soil, 
To slumber in that dreamless bed 

From all my toil. 

For misery stole me at my birth, 

And cast me helpless on the wild ; 
I perish ; — O my Mother Earth ! 

Take home thy child ! 

On thy dear lap these limbs reclined, 

Shfdl gently moulder into thee ; 
Nor leave one wretched trace behind 

Resembling me. 

Hark ! a strange sound affrights mine ear ; 

My pulse, my brain runs wild, — I rave ;-;— 
Ah ! who art thou whose voice I hear? 

^ I am the Grave! 

* The Grave, that never spake before, 

Hath found at length a tongue to chide : 
O listen! — ^I will speak no more : — 

Be silent, ptidel 
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* Art thou a wretch of hope forlorn, 

A victim of consuming care? 
Is thy distracted conscience torn 

By fell despair? 

^ Do foul misdeeds of former times 

Wring with remorse thy guilty breast? 
And ghosts of unforgiven crimes 

Murder thy rest ? 

^ Lash'd by the furies of the mind,. 

From wrath and vengeance wouldst thou flee ? 
Ah ! think not, hope not, fool ! to find 

A friend in me. 

^ By all the terrors of the tomb. 

Beyond the power of tongue to tell ! 
By the dread secrets of my womb ! 

By Death and Hell ! 

* I charge thee live ! — ^repent and pray ; 

In dust thine infamy deplore ; 
There yet is mercy; — go thy way. 

And sin no more. 

^ Art thou a mourner? Hast thou known 

The joy of innocent delights. 
Endearing days for ever flown. 

And tranquil nights ? 

* O live ! — and deeply cherish still 

The sweet remembrance of the past : 
Rely on Heaven's unchanging will 

For peace at last : 

^ Art thou a wanderer? Hast thou seen 

Overwhelming tempests drown thy bark? 
A shipwreck'd sufferer hast thou been. 

Misfortune's mark? 



/ 
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< Though loBg of winds and waves the spoh, 

Condemn'd in wretchedness to roano^ 
Live ! thou shalt reach a sheltering port, 

A quiet home. 

*■ To Friendship didst thou trust thy fame, 

And was a Friend a deadly foe, 
Who stole into thy breast, to aim 

A surer blow? 

' Live I and repine not o*er his loss, 

A loss unworthy to be told : 
Thou hast mistaken sordid dross 

For Friendship's gold. 

J Seek the true treasure, seldom found. 
Of power the fiercest griefs to calm, 
And soothe the bosom's deepest wound 

With heavenly balm. 

* Did Woman's charms thy youth beguile, 

And did the fair one faithless prove? 
Hath she betray'd thee with her smile. 

And sold thy love? 

' Live ! Twas a false bewildering fire : 

Too often Love's insidious dart 
Thrills the fond soul with wild desire. 

But kills the heart. 

' Thou yet shalt know how sweet, how dear 

To gaze pn listening Beauty's eye I 
To ask, — and pause in hope and fear 

Till she reply. 

^ A nobler flame shall warm thy breast, 

A brighter maiden faithful prove ; ' 
Thy youth, thine age shall yet be bless'd 

In woman's love. 
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* Whate*€r thy lot, — whoe'er thou be, — 

Confess thy folly, kiss the rod, 
And in thy chastening sorrows see 

The hand of God. 

< A bruised reed he will not break ; 

AMictions all his children feel ; 
He wounds them for his mercy's sake, 

He wounds to heal ! 

^ Humbled beneath his mighty hand. 

Prostrate his Providence adore : 
Tis done ! Arise ! He bids thee stand, 

To fall no more. 

^ Now, traveller in this vale of tears ! 

To realms of everlasting light, 
Through Time's dark wilderness of years. 

Pursue thy flight. 

' There is a calm for those who weep, 

A rest for weary pilgrims found ; 
And while the mouldering ashes sleep 

Low in the ground, 

^ The Soul of origin divine, 
' God's glorious image freed fr<»n clay, 
' In heaven's eternal sphere shall shine, 

A star of day ! 

' The sun is but a spark of fire, 

A transient meteor in the sky ; 
The Soul, immortal as its Sire, 

Shall never die.' 

MONTGOMERY, 
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th;e future. 

When coldness wraps the suffering clay, 

Ah, whither strays the' immortal mind? 
It cannot die, it cannot stay, 

But leaves its darkened dust behind. 
Then, unimbodied, doth it trace 

By steps each planet's heavenly way ? 
Or fill at once the realms of space, 

A thing of eyes, that all survey ? 

Eternal, boundless, undecay*d, 

A thought unseen, but seeing all. 
All, all in earth, or skies display'd. 

Shall it survey, shall it recall : 
Each fainter trace that memory holds 

So darkly of departed years. 
In one broad glance the soul beholds. 

And all that was at once appears. 

Before Creation peopled earth. 

Its eye shall roll through chaos back ; 
And where the furthest heaven had birth, 

The spirit trace its rising track. 
And where the future mars or makes. 

Its glance dilate o'er all to be. 
While sun is quench'd or system breaks, 

Fix'd in its own eternity. 

Above or Love, Hope, Hate, or Fear, 
It lives all passionless and pure : 

An age shall fiec^t like earthly year ; 
Its years as moments shall endure. 

VOL. I. Q 
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Away, away, without a wing. 

O'er all, through all, its thoughts shall fly ; 
A nameless and eternal thing, 

Forgetting what it was to die. bVron. 



FUTURITY. 



Tell as, ye dead> will none of yon In pUy 
To those yon left behind discloMi the secret? 
O, that some conrteoas ghost would blab it oat f 

BLAIR. 

Rise, spectres^ rise ! some pit3ring ghost appear, 
And pour the grave's dread secret in mine ear ! 
Ye live, ye live ! Yes, by the generous glow 
Of Virtue struggling through a night of woe ; 
By the fell tyrant on his blood-stain'd throne ; 
By nameless wretchedness that dies alone ; 
By lovely Hope, who soothes the parting sigh ; 
By Faith, bright beaming from the death fix'd eye ; 
Ye live ! From forth the narrow dark abode 
The spirit steals some viewless imknown road ; — 
Then, each fond tie to earth and matter broke 
By the free soulj disdainful of the yoke. 
Shall it not soar on vigorous pens away 
Beyond the ken of thought and golden eye of day ? 
Or, by fierce flames from mortal dross refined, 
Shall it not mingle with the mass of mind. 
Absorbed and lost the old familiar store 
Of treasuring Memory's many coloured lore? 
Or does this self, this conscious self, remain 
Awake to human joys, to human pain? 
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Hangs the fond mother o'er her orphan's head? 
Cheers the loved spouse the widow's sorrowing bed? 
In airy watch do guardicm spirits stand, 
And guide our faltering steps, an angel band? 
Or, senseless, hush'd in lone sepidchral gloom, 
Sleeps the regardless tenant of the tomb, 
Till the dread blast shall rouse the silent earth. 
And joyful Nature start to second birth, 
All nations waken from the awful. trance. 
And realms and times in wondering gaze advance, 
While Memory's voice renews its tuneful sound,- 
And marshals all the tribes of earth arottnd. 
Bids fresh reviving scenes salute their eyes. 
And friends with friends to virtuous bliss arise? 
Cease, curious thoughts ! too thick tiie shades of 

night 
Veil the dread future from our anxious sight; 
The boldest thoughts here urge their course in va&i, 
Nor pass one bulwark of the drear domain. 
Then, when the last faint panting heaves my heart. 
And weary life stands fluttering to depart. 
One beam of joy shall warm my trembling soul 
And Doubf s dun clouds to awM distance roll. 
Truth's angel form my fleeting spirit own. 
And spring to clasp her in the world unknown. 

MISS L. AIKIN. 



ADDRESS TO THE STARS. 

Ye sparkling isles of light that stud the sea 
Of emp3rrean ether ! Ye abodes 
Of unknown myriads, spirits, or in bands 
Held of corporeal frame ! Fain would my soul. 
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Atiiirst for knowledge unreveal'd to man, 
Question your habitants, and fain would hear 
A voice responsive from your distant bourn. 
Tell^ tell me who possess your radiant climes ; 
What are their forms, their faculties, their hopes. 
Their fears, if subject or to hope or fear? 
What fond pursuits, what animating toils. 
Diversify existence with delight? 
Rove they in course aerial unconfined 
From sphere to sphere, with interchange of joy, 
Heightening their mutual bliss ; or dwell they fixed. 
Each in his native solitary orb. 
Unconscious of the lot of neighbouring worlds? 
What homage, what return of grateful love 
Yield they to Him who made them ? Stand they fast 
In undecaying blessedness, secure 
Froxh risk of loss: or tread they yet the stage 
Of perilous probation? Hath Sin won 
Conquests through disobedience o'er those Hosts ? 
In your bright regions yawns the gates of Death ! 
Falls he, who falls, for ever? 

Power supreme ! 
Pardon the aspiring thoughts that would presume 
To pierce the veil which shrouds from mortal eye 
The wonders of thy reahns ! Enough to know 
That thou art Lord ! Thy universal love 
Pervades Creation ; on each living form [guilt 
Showers down its proper happiness; and, when 
Wakes thy reluctant vengeance, stays the bolt 
Of wrath, and pales its mitigated fire ! 

a£V. T. GISBORNE. 
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THE DECAY OF FLOWERS. 

Die, blooming flowers 1 as if ye ne'er had been ; 
Die, and relinquish this empurpled scene ; 
Die, and in due succession, in your stead. 
Others shall bloom, and equal fragrance shed : 
like you, bereaved of every living grace ; 
like you in every clime the human race 
Shall perish in succession. — *• No !' I hear 
Reason announce, in accents soft and clear. 
Tuned to the warblings of those heavenly strings. 
With whose sweet strain the sapphire region rings, 
When holy Faith, in pity to mankind, 
Reveals the triumphs of the immortal mind ; 
I hear, with mingled music from on high. 
Reason announce, ' Although they seem to die*. 
Not like the blossoms of the woody glade 
Shall the bright flowers of human nature fade ; 
Adom'd with mercy, piety, and truth. 
They still shall flourish in immortal youth.'-^ 
Ye flowers of human nature ! at the time 
We grieve for your decay, in orient prime, 
Beneath the brilliancy of heavenly skies 
Ye bloom ; while here ye seem to fade, ye rise 
Gay in the embellishment of recent hues ; 
Gales of more exquisite perfume difiuse 
Than ye could breathe amid the mists below. 
And gilt with beams of conscious splendour glow. 

PROFESSOR RICHARDSON. 
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STATE OF MAN AFTER DEATH. 

'Tb pleasant in this peacefnjl serious hour 
To tread the silent sward tilat wraps the dead. 
Once onr companions in the cheerful walks 
Of acceptable life^ the same ere long 
In the dark chambers of profound repose. 
All have their kindred here, and I have mine ; 
Yes, my sweet Isabel, and I have mine. 
To die — ^what is it but to sleep and sleep. 
Nor feel the weariness of dark delay 
Through the long night of time; and notiking know 
Of intervening centnries elapsed, 
When thy sweet mom. Eternity, begins? 
Or else — ^what is it but a welcome change 
From worn to better, from a world of pain 
To one where flesh at least can nothing feel, 
And pain and pleasure have no equal sway? 
What is it but to* meet ten thousand friends 
Whose earthly race was finished ere our own. 
And be well welcomed, where the timorous foot 
Fear'd to intrude, and whence no foot returns? 
To me what were it but the happier lot 
To find my long lost Isabel, and shed 
(If tears of joy are shed where tears of grief 
Fall never, and immortal angels weep 
At bliss excessive) joy's profoundest shower : 
To tell her what was felt, and what was sung, 
When cruel death, unsparing, from my. sight 
Pluck'd her away, and wafted her pure spirit 
Whither no soul could tell ? — But hush ! my heart, 
Lest sorrow burst her cicatrice anew. 
And painful thought, which saddens my slow step. 
Disperse the pleasures of this tranquil hour. 

HVROIS. 
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IMMORTALITY REVEALED BY THE 

SAVIOUR. 

' The meanest herb we trample in the field. 
Or in the garden nurture, when its leaf 
In autumn dies, forebodes another spring, 
And from short slumber wakes to life again. 
Man wakes no more ! Man, peerless, valiant, wise. 
Once chill'd by death, sleeps hopeless in the dust, 
A long, unbroken, never-ending sleep !' 

Such was thy plaint, untutor'dbard, when May, 
As now, the lawns revived ! Twas Ihine to rove 
Darkling, ere yet* from Death's reluctant shade, 
In cloudless majesty, the Son of God 
Sprang glorious ; while hell's ruler, he who late. 
With frantic scoffs of triumph, to his powers 
Pointed the sad procession as it moved 
From Calvary to the yet unclosed tomb. 
Saw the grave yield its conqueror ; and aghast. 
Shunned, in the deepest midnight of his realms. 
The wmih of earth's and heaven's Almighty Lord^ 

Said the desponding lay, ' Man wakes no more !' 
O blind ! who read'st not in the teeming soil. 
The freshening meadow, and the bursting wood, 
A nobler ledson ! — ^He who spake the word. 
And the sun rose from Chaos, while the abyss 
From the new fires with shuddering surge recoiled ; 
He, at whose voice the moon's nocturnal beam. 
And starry legions, on the admiring earth 
Rained lustre ; He, whose providence, the change 
Of day and night and seasons crown'd with food, 

* Moschns, who floarisbed aboat two hundred years before 
tbe ChriBtian era. 
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And health and peace proclaim^, bade Nature's 

hand 
Point to the scenes of dim futurity. 
He on a world, in Gentile darkness lost, 
Pitying looked down : He to bewilder'd man 
Bade Spring, with annual admonition, hold 
Her emblematic taper ; not with light 
Potent each shade of doubt and fear to chase. 
Yet friendly through the gloom to guide his way, 
TiU the dawn crimson'd, and the impatient East, 
Shouting for joy, the daystar's advent hail'd. 

That star has risen, and with a glow tiiat shames 
The sun's meridian splendour, has illumined, 
Eternity ! thy wonders : and as hills. 
Far seen, by telescopic power draw nigh ; 
Regions of bliss and realms of penal doom, 
More clear, more sure than earth to mortal ken, 
Beyond the shades of Death to Faith reveals ! 
Yet may this silvan wild, from winter's grasp 
Now rescued, bid the soul on loftiest hopes 
Musing elate, anticipate the hour 
When, at the archangel's voice, the slumbering dust 
Shall wake, nor earth nor sea withhold her dead : 
"Wlien starting at the crash of bursting tombs. 
Of mausoleums rent, and pyramids 
Heaved from their base, the tyrant of the grave, 
Propp'd on his broken sceptre, while the crown 
Falls from his head, beholds his prison-house 
Emptied of all its habitants ; beholds 
Mortal in immortality absorbed. 
Corruptible in incorruption lost. 

GI8BORNE. 
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VANITY OF METAPHYSICAL REA- 
SONINGS. 

Thou nameless rivulet, who, from the side 
Of Lewesdon softly welling forth, dost trip 
Adovirn the valley, wandering sportively — 
Alas, how soon diy litde course will end! 
How soon thy infant stream shall lose itself 
In the salt mass of waters, ere it grow 
To name or greatness ! Yet it flows along 
Untainted with the commerce of the world, 
Nor passing by the noisy haunts of men ; 
But through sequestered meads, a little space. 
Winds secretly, and in its wanton path ^, 

May cheer some drooping flower, or minister 
Of its cool water to the thirsty lamb ; ' ' 

Then falls into the ravenous sea, as pure 
As when it issued from its native hill. 

So to thine early grave didst thou run on, 
Spotless Francesca, so, after short course. 
Thine innocent and playful infancy 
Was swallowed up ii^ death, and thy pure spirit 
In that illimitable gulf which bounds 
Our mortal continent. But not there lost, 
Not there extinguished, as some falsely teach, x 
Who can talk much and learnedly of life, 
Who know our frame and fashion, who can tell 
The substance and the properties of man, 
As they had seen him made, — ay, and stood by 
Spies on Heaven's work. They also can discourse 
Wisely, to prove that what must be must be, 
And show how thoughts are jogged out of the brain 
By a mechanical impulse, pushing on 

▼OL. I. R 
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The minds of us, poor unaccountables. 
To fatal resolution. Know they not, 
That in this mortal life, whatever it be, 
We take the path' {hat leads to good or evil. 
And therein find our bliss or misery ? 
And this includes all reasonable «nds 
Of knowledge or of being ; farther to go 
Is toil unprofitable, and the' effect 
Most perilous wandering. Yet of this be sure, 
Where freedom is not, there no virtue is : 
If there be none, this world is all a cheat. 
And the divine stability of heaven 
(That assured seat for good men after death) 
Is but a transient cloud, displayed so fair 
To cherish virtuous hope, but at our need 
Eludes the sense, and fools our honest ^th, 
Vanishing in a lie. If this be so, 
Were it not better to be bom a beast. 
Only to feel what is, and thus to scape 
The aguish fear that shakes the' afflicted breast 
With sore anxiety of what shall be — 
And all for nought? Since our most wicked act 
Is not our sin, and our religious awe 
Delusion, if that strong Necessity 
Chains up our will. But that the mind is free, 
The Mind herself, best judge of her own state; 
Is feelingly convinced ; nor to be moved 
By subtle words that may perplex the head, 
But ne'er persuade the heart. Vain argument, 
That with false weapons of Philosophy - 
Fights against Hope, and Sense, and Nature's 
strength! REV. w. crowe. 
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THE LESSONS TAUGHT BY NATURE. 

Through Winter's silvan realms in devious course 
Thus rove our steps. We linger, pleased to note 
His mien peculiar. Deem we then the face 
Of changeful seasons varied but to charm 
The gazing eye, and soothe the vacant mind? 
Say, is not Nature's ample tome displayed. 
Even to the careless wanderer in the field. 
With loftier purpose ? Wisdom's dictates pure, 
Themes of momentous import, charactered 
By more than human finger, every page 
Discloses. He, who form'd this beauteous globe 
So fair, amid her brightest scenes hath hung 
Fit' emblems of a perishable world ; 
And graved on tablets ' He that runs may read' 
Your fickle date, ye sublunary joys. 
The buds doth Spring unfold, and thick as dew 
Spangling the grass the purple bloom difiuse ? . 
Comes a chill blight, and bids the sanguine youth 
Read in its ravages a lore that tells 
Of frustrate plans, and hope indulged in vain. 
Do Summer suns the mead with herbage load, 
And tinge the ripening year ? With sudden rage 
The thunderstorm descends ; the river swells 
Impatient, leaps the mound ; and, while the waves 
Devour the promised harvest, calls on thee, 
O man, to tremble for thy daily bread. 
The faded leaves doth Autumn scatter wide ; 
Or Winter rend the desolated boughs. 
And lay the fathers of the forest low ? 
Child of the dust, attend ! To thee they cry, 
Each from his whirlwind, ^ Earth is not thy home.' 
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They bid thee seek, sojourner of a day, 

While strength Divine thy conscious wee^ess aids; 

A more enduring dwellingplace ; the joys 

Unutterable, which nor eye hath seen, 

Nor ear hath heard, nor heart of man * conceiyed ; 

Joys which in worlds to holy peace consign*d, 

Empyreal realms. Omnipotence prepares 

For those :who love their God : joys then to ope 

Their stores, when from the Judge's face, as deW 

Shrinks from the sun, this earth, these heavens 

are fled t. 
And all the palm-crown'd sons of holiness. 
With garments wash*d in their Redeemer*s blood i. 
Shout their hosannas round his throne ; and, join'd 
With angels, and to angels equal made. 
Bathe in the font of ever during bliss. 

Do Seasons teach in vain? Doth Nature's voice 
Sound in dull ears? Has Truth, disclosed frcHn 

heaven. 
With fruitless beams on Nature's volume pour'd 
New radiance ; and her sacred shafts beheld 
Bound unimpressive from the callous heart? 
Tremble, insensate triflers ! Tremble, mourn, 
O race obdurate ! Ye that slight the love. 
That mock the vengeance of Eternal Power : 
Love, on whose wonders raptured angels gaze ; 
Vengeance, in flames to shuddering fiends reveal'd ! 
What yet remains? The hour, that ends the joys 
And wakes the throbs of guilt; the hour that cries 
^ Trial is pass'd and judgment reigns ;' the hour 
That bids accusing Memory barb her darts. 
That brings the fruitless sigh, the conscious pang 

• I Cor. ii. 9. t Rev. xx. 2. J Rev. vU. 14, 
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Of ruin self-induced and mercy lost 
For ever, the blank horrors of despair ! 

So, wam'd of Grod, from cities long grown deaf 
To slurred exhortation, to the depth 
Of mountain woods his sons the Patriarch led ; 
There with long-drawn and wide-extended line , 
He stretched the mighty keel and curved the ribs 
Of that capacious vessel, doom'd to save 
The wrecks of nature. Oft would gathering crowds 
With stupid gaze the growing fabric watch, 
Or point the launting finger. He meanwhile, 
Year after year, untired, the task pursued ; 
Till wonder cea!sed to mark his toil, nor scorn 
Deign*d to deride him more. One mom, the 
heavens [steps 

Grew dark with wings ; earth with unnumber*d 
Sounded ; bird, beast in long procession sought 
Their destined refuge. With his kindred train 
The builder first ascended. From the gloom 
Of congregating clouds put forth, a Hand * 
The entrance closed. The darkness cover'd all. 
Deathlike, unsunn'd, as though primeval night 
Resumed her empire. Torrents from the skies 
Plunged prone in solid downfall. Earth her depths 
Burst. Thronging on the summits of the hills, 
As seamen crowded on the mainmast's top 
While at each billow deeper sinks the ship 
And deeper, nations their despairing eyes 
Roird round ; from every surge in lessening orb 
Shrunk ; their wild arms uplifted ; stretch'd their 

neoks 
Above the rising waves, and shriek'd their last. 

• " They went in onto Koah into the ark, and the Lord thai 
Jiim in.* Gen. vii. 15, 16. 
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Father of earth and heaven. Almighty Lord, 
Whose span confines infinitude *, whose eye 
Surveys eternal ages at a glance ; 
How long, in crowding millions round thy throne 
On balanced vnngs, while spirits pure thy nod 
Await, in bliss most blessed when Thou deignest 
To speak thy mandate, and their service use ; 
How long shall man with cold reluctant heart 
Ponder the truths thy word, thy works declare? 
Yet here, even here, in this apostate vale 
Still Thou hast many servants. But afar 
From thy abode the vain, the selfish throng 
On Folly's gUttering stream securely floats. 
Or toils through storms for honour, power, or gold. 
Thou art not in their thoughts, nor in their ways ; 
This to his pleasure turns, this to his farm. 
That to his merchandise. The globe rolls round ; 
And still another and another spring 
Beholds the chasers urge the blind pursuit, 
Nearer, yet nearer, to the gloom that hangs 
In misty volumes on the horizon's verge. 
And hides the gulf wide-yavniing for its prey. 
Meanwhile they feast, they dance ; the jocund harp 
Rings at their board ; the viol, tabret, horn, 
And lute symphonious to the choral lay 
Pour the full tide of harmony : but Thee 
They slight, nor mark the wonders of thy hand ; 
Yet name they not their God ? — What name they 

more ? 
Thy holy name the town, the country hears 
In ceaseless repetition ; day and night, 



wild uproar 



Stood raltd, stood vast infiniiade confined. 



Milton, 
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Business and leisure, indigence and wealth, 
All hours, all places hear thy holy name. 
Strange to the heart, why dwells it on the tongue ? 
To sound a period with sonorous close ; 
To court the fool's applause by daring Thee ; 
To tell the passing impulse of surprise ; 
To vent the fumes of disappointed hope ; 
To silence doubt, that scans the' uncertain tale ; 
To swell the evening roar of impious mirth, 
When wine unchains the proud blasph^er's joy; 
To arm the curse that for a word, a look, 
To realms of endless woe a brother hurls. 
Stamped with thine image, nurturied by tiiy love. 
Father of all, yet spare ! Thine arm extend 
In mercy, not in judgment : loose the bonds 
Thou only canst unlock, bonds firm as links 
Of adamant, that gird the slaves of guilt. 
Pierce the deaf ear, the sightless eyeball cleanse. 
The dull mind quicken, melt the obdurate heart, 
Teach the awakened soul with kindling joy, 
In all that air and earth and sea display. 
Through each returning season to behold 
Thee the great Author : mid the changing scenes 
And varying cares of life, bid her on Thee 
Fix her supreme regard, thy will explore, 
Revere thy counsels, thy behests obey ! ^ 

REV. T. GISBORNE. 
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ADDRESS TO THE MOON. 

Frost-loving Queen, 
At winter's midnight how intense the grace 
Which thy pure globe displays ! The sullen sun, 
How fled he discontent, a little curve 
His hasty march describing, a few hours 
Quenching his feeble beam ! but thy clear orb 
Delights to linger o'er a frozen world. 
.How sweetly rose it o'er yon woody hill, 
How gaily smiled upon the tranquil flood. 
Seen from the bridge that overstrides the vale, 
And now hQw glows it in the midst of heaven ! 
Methin&s, I feel thy beam. My heart at least 
Is warm'4, is melted by thy sovereign ray. 
And oh ! like thee, that every friend we own 
Were most indulgent in an hour like this. 
Beautiful art Ihou ; ahd if thou art fair, 
How fair is He whose wonder-working hand 
Thy beauty framed ! If to thy lovely orb 
I almost bow and hail thee as divine. 
What adoration would my soul overflow. 
Might I the cloud that curtains Him around 
Withdraw, and see him beauteous as he is ! 
Fountain of elegance, unseen thyself. 
What limit 6wns Thy beauty, when thy works 
Seem to possess, to faculties« like mine. 
Perfection infinite ? The merest speck 
Of animated matter, to the eye 
That studiously surveys the wise design, 
Is a full volume of abundant art. 
If to the spot invisible we strain 
Our aching sight, and with microptic tube 
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Bring it at last within our feeble ken, 

What beauty owns it not? what crowded grace? 

No point to Thee so delicately fine 

Can reason fancy, where thy curious hand 

May not have couched innumerable charms, 

Could we down stretch our slender faculty, 

Our visual ray so feeulent and dull. 

And read the wonders microscopic eye 

Has taught us never, and shall never learn. 

HURDIS. 



ON THE 

LOVE OF WOODLAND SCENES. 

O, COULD I wake the lyre 
Like him *, who, lingering on the banks of Ouse, 
To nature faithful, and to nature's King, 
Pursues the noblest of poetic aims. 
That only aim which gives the poet's lay 
A title to the meed of genuine praise ; 
Who, blending in his song with honest art 
The faithful monitor's and poefs care, 
Seeks to delight that l^e may mend mankind, 
And while he captivates exalt the soul ! 
He sweeps the lyre : one hand excites the strings, 
Whence starts each glowing image that presents 
Perfect as life the charms that deck the face 
Of earth ; the other, with symphonions touch. 
Rouses the hallowed chords that swell the heart, 
And lift it to its God. O, were my notes, 
Ye woodlands, with his sacred fervour wanned, 
Sweet as his music ; to the slave whom pride 

• Cowper. 
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Tortures, whom avarice goads, or thirst of power 
Long days and sleepless nights hath scorched ; 

to her 
Whom dragged in triumph at his chariot wheels 
Imperious Dissipation whirls through life, 
And hurries from the nursery to the grave 
Without one interval of thought, or tim« 
To ask, ' Who placed me here ; why was I formed ; 
What shall I be hereafter?' I would speak 
The calm that stills your wilds, their guest over- 
spreads 
Diffusive, creeps along the conscious frame, 
Bids pause each artery, stays each active limb. 
Each rebel passion chains, and through the soul 
Breathes holy peace and universal love. 
For since the globe first rolled, in every land 
Your shades, ye forests, the deluded heart 
To heavenly meditation still have called ; 
And every song, that glorified your Gk)d, 
Have heard with eager gladness. Ye with joy, 
Fresh from his Maker's hand when man arose. 
Saw him in wondering homage kneel ; ye bade 
Your yet unpractised echoes swell the sound 
High as the Eternal's throne, when grateful praise 
First broke the silence of the new-bom world. 
Ye, when with bloody arm infuriate Rome, 
JPagan or Papal, from the haufits of men 
Chased the firm band whom truth forbade to yield, 
Crouch to her priests, and worship at her nod ; 
Ye screened their flight, with hospitable gloom 
Sheltered their anguish, and with mingling boughs, 
Vocal to prayer, a silvan fane supplied. 
O, yet, even yet, your sacred influence breathe, 
Oft as I tread your leaf-strewn paths ; to rest. 
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Lull each tumultuous wish ; with reverent awe 
My heart inspire ; and, as your stately growth 
Pursues its heaven-directed aim, exalt 
My thoughts from earth,and point them to the skies ! 
Man loves the forest. Since in Eden's groves 
His sire, yet innocent, enraptured viewed 
' Insuperable height of loftiest shade. 
Cedar, and pine, and fir, and branchhig palm, 
A silvan scene,' man has the forest loved. 
Those groves no autunm knew : eternal spring 
With all the blessings of the varied year 
In rich profusion crowned them. But when Death 
Seized on his prey , fallen man,Destruction stretched 
Across the woods her sceptre. With the axe 
Their pride she quells, uproots them with the storm^ 
Consumes with lightning, with the scythe of Time 
Spreads them on earth : and yearly o'er their boughs 
Flings, as in scorn, a many-coloured robe ; 
Then strips the transient pomp, and scoffs the wilds 
Naked and chilled in emblematic death. 
Yet shall unfading Spring her sway resume 
In that new promised earth, promised by voice 
Of power unbounded and unfailing truth ; 
Where by no sin to desolation doomed. 
For sin shall not be there, no storms annoyed, 
Thy works, great God, for such thy will, shall stand 
Firm through the ages of eternity ! 

REV. T. GISBORNE. 




ODE TO RELIGION. 

Fairest Daughter of the sk^r ! 

On whow ui^estic brcnr 
Divine oDDtterable glories glun. 
While round thy rosy lip, and placid eye, 
Love and the smiling Graces ever play. 
Tempering the blaze of &y eternal day — 
Religion, hail ! Thou source of hallovied fires, 
Joys ever pure, and sanctified desires ! 

Beneath the brown-robed wood, 
Where Contemplation sits in muung mood, 
Soothed by the hoUovr gales and falling flood. 
What time the hud to other realms is roU'd, 
And Eve's bright tints of purple and of gold 
Faint slowly from tlie nestem skies away. 

While Cynthia's milder face 
Shoots through the' unfoliling clouds a silver ^ 
And o'er the landscape sheds a softer grace. 
Far from the world's delusive scene I fly. 

To woo thee from thy native sphere, 
To catch the beiuaings of thy heaven-bright ey 

Thou pleasing awful Fair ! 

There oft, methinks, I hear the streams along 
The melody of thy mellifluons song, 
Whose tuneful whisperings suspeud the sonl. 
And every power in pleased attention lull; 

Like those high airs of a superior sphere 
Which thrill'd in Adam's fond deUghted ear. 
While fitvour'd yet with Innocence to rove 

In Eden's blissfbl grove; 
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Listening, while the guardian quire 
To sacred raptures touched the heavenly lyre, 
Where'er he trod entranced, above, around, 
He heard the solemn, sv^eet, ecstatic sound ; 
Now the bold notes in loftier measures played, 
In soften'd tones now warbled through the glade, 
And fiird with melody the midnight vale ; 

Now languishing away 

In gradual slow decay, 

Died on the expiring gale. 

O, now be present, sky-robed maid. 
In thy divinest smiles array'd ! 
Now let my bosom feel thy power, 
And consecrate the solemn hour, ^' 

When freed from busy scenes and noise, 
I seek thy soul-reviving joys ! 
To outward shows averse, of praises shy. 
Thou veilest thy beauties from the public eye ; 
Thy charms the wise in calm retirement own, 
Still loved and valued more, the more they are 

knovni. 
^Tis thine secure the fickle heart to guide, 
And keep the passions still on Reason's side. 
To clear from Error's mist the mental sight. 
Refine our joys and sanctify delight. 
Ease the sharp pangs of pain, our griefs assuage, 
Embellish youth, and dignify our age. 
To godlike excellence exalt mankind. 
And stamp her Maker's image on the mind. 

O bless'd, whose soul thy vivid beauties charm, 
Thy aims ennoble, and thy raptures warm ! 

He tastes of bliss below, 
Which wealth could never buy, nor grandeur know. 
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His is the smiling saints' unruffled rest, 
His the pure flame that bums the seraph's breast. 
For him meandering from the eternal throne > 
Heaven's ever living rills of pleasure run : 
For him she opens all her secret bowers. 
Brightens her skies, and culls unfading flowers. 

When dire Ambition calls the world to arms, 
And frantic Discord sounds her loud alarms, 
While sweird from realm to realm, from shore to 

shore, 
O'er half the globe her peals of horror roar, 
And like a slumbering lion from his lair 

Arouse the fiend of war. 
Their noise no more disturbs his tranquil joy 
Than peevish infants striving for a toy. 
In' vain the world's tumultuous billows roll 

To shake his steadfast soul. 
Which in the breast enthroned, erect, serene, 
Defies the fury of the foaming main. 
Bless'd Genii thus, who range the fields of day, 
No wrecks of matter wound — unhurt they stray 
^Through spheres of fire — and borne secure on high. 
While the rude whirlwinds rush around the sky. 
Hear the hoarse thunders roar without amaze. 
And sport amid the living lightning's blaze. 

Come then, propitious to my prayers, inspire 
The godlike sentiment, the generous aim. 
From thy bright altar's unextinguish'd fire 
Dart through my fervid breast the heavenly flame. 
To raise my powers, my. passions to refine, 
Till the dross, working by degrees away. 
Shall leave the immortal ether pure, divine. 
To rise and mingle with its native day ! 
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O, still through life's pernicious snares, 
And wasting toils, and pining cares, 
Smooth the rough road, my griefs beguile, 
And make even pain and anguish smile. 
And when I tread through death's dread gloom, 
While Nature trembles o'er the tomb,' • 
Bid radiant beams of mercy rise, 
And soften my expiring sighs. 

REV. H. MOORE.' 



ODE TO DIVINE WISDOM. 

Immense, all-animating Mind ! 
Whose ever active vigour reigns 
Through space and nature's wide domains, 
By time and matter unconfined ; 
Ere yet the planets hung self-poised in air, 
Or stars emblazed the flaming sphere. 
Thou reignest alone, self-known, self-bless'd, 
Beholding in thy boimdless breast 
The forms and fair ideas rise 
Of future earths and future skies. 

There worlds to come in liquid ether roU'd ; 

There future suns array'd in gold. 
O'er planetary realms ordain'd to sway. 
Dispensed to nations yet unborn the day ; 
There the red comet through the desert space 
Urged wildly regular his blazing race. 
Thou sawest successive systems rise and die, 

And in harmonious order lie 
Whatever was, or is, or e'er shall be. 
All the great scenes of dread eternity. 
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Thou gayest the' omnMcword — ^the new-born light 
Burst from the bosom of primeval night; . 
0*er wondering Chaos glowed the golden ray. 
And choirs celestial hail'd the rising day ; 
Obsequious planets circled round their sun, 
Their motions various, but their centre one. 

Striking on Nature's sympathetic strings 

From Thee, mysterious Power, from Thee 
Flow all the' unnumbered modes of harmony. 
And Form unfolds, and beauteous Order springs. 
Angels with joy thy ruling word obey. 
And all but Man is subject to thy sway ! 
He from his orbit wanders lawless still. 
And owns no lords but his eccentric will. 
When mortals, urged by driving passions on, 
In chase of pleasure to their ruin run. 
Thou callest aloud ' beware V 
And feelest a mother's care, 
Yearning when on the high cliff's hanging brow 
Her child she sees unguarded stray. 
And dare the brink in wanton play. 
While pointed rocks arise, and billows beat b^low. 

In vain from thy parental voice they fly 
Where folly, trick'd in antic foppery, 
Shakes her shrill bells with idiot face, 
And thicken round the simpering queen, 
As bees, when summon*d by the sounding brass, 
In dusky swarms are seen. 

See kings and crowds advance. 
And mitred priests, and statesmen sage. 
Green childhood run, and creep decrepit age, 
To form her gay fantastic dance ; 
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Join'd hand in hand, with frolic wild, 
And Laughter, Folly's darling child. 
The reverend sire, in bridal pomp arrayed, 
Leads on with quivering hand the youtiiful maid, 
While amorous roses on his wrinkles bloom ; 
Totters awhile the giddy circle round 
III hobbling measure to the frantic sound. 
Then trips into the tomb. 

Now Fancy waves in air her magic wand ; 
A thousand phantoms rise at her command, 
Gilded by false Opinion's glaring ray. 
In visionary beauty gay, 
See Glory her red standard rear 
High flaming o'er her trophied car ! 
Ambition here her waxen pinion plies, 
And in idea cleaves the clouds and skies ; 
On daring wing sublime she soars to fame, 
Soon— soon to fall and give some sea a name. 
There Pleasure lolling on her roseate bed, 
Arabian odours breathing round her head. 
Darts through the thrilling soul her wanton fire, 
And melts e'en rigid Virtue to desire. 
The guttering visions stop the rising soul, 
And bend her from the skies, her destined goal ; 
Eager she gives the shining shadows chase, 
Which tempt and cheat by turns her fond embrace. 

How vast the human soul, 
Whose heaven-descended energy aspires 
Beyond the bounds of this sublunar pole, 
Beyond the solar road, and empyrean fires ! 
Yet this sublime, immense, immortal power. 

When soaring at heaven's loftiest tower, 

VOL. I. T 
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Down, down, a little glittering clay 
Can draw from its ethereal way, 
Or one soft flattering lust 
Pollute its noblest glories in the dust. 

Ah, man! what jarring parents form'd thy birth? 

Thou child of Heaven and Earth ! 
Nature so mix'd, what reason shall define ! 

Half brutal, half divine ! 
Thus fabled demigods renown'd of yore. 
Whom mortal beauties to immortals bore, 

By deeds of glorious fame [came ; 

Proved the high source from whence their virtues 
While in their frailties still appeared to view 
The features of the mortal mother too. 

Reason, that beam of Heaven, by Heaven assigned 
To raise the fruits of virtue in the mind. 
Received by wretched man's perverted will. 
Shines to no use-— or only shines to ill. 

Thus oft the solar ray 
Gilds but the muddy lake, or barren clay, 
Or only Warms the richer soil to breed 
The plant of poison, and the worthleas weed. 
Or in the covert of the prickly brake 
Inflames with fiercer rage the deadly snake. 
The Passions sway — ^the tyrants of the soul. 
Deaf to advice, disdainful of control. 
Break every tie, and leap o'er every bound, 
And with blind ardour rage, and madden round. 
Hence the rough tempest, hence the waves of woe 

That whelm the world below. 
Extort the poor man's plaint, the widow's cry. 
And draw from Misery the incessant sigh. 
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The lust of lucre and the lust of power 
Stijl prowl, like wolves, to plunder and devour, 
Or demons rushing from the' infernal cell, 
To make this beauteous world another hell. 

While man thus devious strays ^ 

In Folly*8 dance, or Fancy's fairy maze ; 
While, in the raging seas of Passion toss'd, 

His nobler powers are lost ; 

O ! to thy sacred seat. 
Celestial Wisdom ! lead my wandering feet, 
And to my view unveil the beams that shine 

Around thy sun-bright shrine, 

'Tis thine to form the Grod ; 
The nectar thine, and thine the* ambrosial food 
Which keep the' Ethereals deathless and divine. 

'TIS thine the tender infant mind to mould. 

And spread her opening powers, 
Like vernal suns, that nurse the new blown flowers. 
And in full glow their blushing bloom tinfold. 
'Tis thine her intellectual growth to feed 
With sacred truth and sentiment refined. 
To prompt the noble ends that Heaven design'd. 
The godlike purpose, and the generous deed. 
When grovdng, ripening on, she feels at length 
Her full-fledged pinions and immortal strength, 
By thee her rapid plumes are poised for flight, 
Then to the source of beauty, bliss, and light 

She lifts aloft her eagle eye. 
And soars and brightens to divinity. 

REV. H. MOORE. 



140 ELEGANT EXTRACTS. PART ^ 

ODE TO DIVINE LOVE. 

Hail, Love Divine ! Ere glowed the golden sky. 

Ere yet the cherub's harp was tuned on high. 

Or flamed the seraph's fire — ^thou madest abode 

In the bless'd bosom of thy Parent God. 

In that great instant of Eternity, 

Where his dread will decreed that time should be. 

He bound heaven, earth, and main 
In thy immense, immortal, magic chain ; 
Thy spirit, breathing through the boundless whole. 
Gave form to matter, energy to soul. 
From thee thy heaven's eternal raptures flow; 
And all of beauty, all of bliss below. 

Yet while in sweet accordant measures move 

The planetary choirs above ; 

While all to one g^eat centre draw 

Of love their universal law ; 

Shall violence, that scorns a bound. 

Still waste this mourning world around? 
Shall rebel vice make void the grand design, 
And virild disorder break the plan divine? 

The Muses' ear what clangors wound 

Of clashing arms from far ! 
From distant shores what dismal sound 
The burdened echoes bear ! 
The helpless virgin's agonizing cries. 

The vndow's shrieks that rend the skies 
Bid Pity's tear to flow. 
At scenes of varied misery distressed 
, Deep sighs the sympathetic breast, 
And feels for others' woe. 
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For mad Ambition see — ^with hell combined ; 
To crush the rights and freedom of mankind 
In dread array she ranks her furious host. 

As when the fierce Tornado sweeps 

The Caribbean deeps, [6oaBt, 

And strews a thousand keels along the foaming 
Heayen thunders — bellows ocean — ^shakes the 

shore, 
From isle to isle resounds the loud rough roar, 
Wild Desolation rushes o'er the land, 
And giant Horror strides from strand to strand ; 
Thus rushing onward on her clattering car 
She sounds aloud the rage-inciting song, 

And leads the fiends along — 
Rapine, with harpy fangs, wide-wasting War, 
That lets her bloodhounds loose to range before. 
On human flesh to feed, and lap the gore ; 
Despotic Sway, relentless as the storms ; 
And ghastly Death, in all his thousand forms ! 
At her approach the beams of Science fade. 
Freedom and Honour fall, and Virtue hides her 

head. 
See her red banners blazing to the sky ! 
Embattled legions round them bleed and die. 

See, see her flaming sword displayed ! 

O'er the green land she waves the blade, 
And o'er the silver flood ; 

With horrid devastation wide 

Blasts all the champaign's blooming pride, 
And turns the stream to blood. 

How waste and desolate the fair domain 
Where golden Plenty smiled upon the plain. 
And Peace and Freedom held their soci^ reign-I 
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How mute the cheering music of the grdyesy 
The shepherd's whistle wild, and rustic loves. 
To his coy damsel caroled without art. 
Yet warm and guiltless from a guileless heart ! 
Now silent treads the ifwain, with listening ears, 
In eyery brake a lurking foe he fears ; 
S.tarts the pale trembling maid 
At bumish'd lances glittering in the shade ! 

Hark! the loud war-whoop howls from yonder 

wood, 
Shakes every nerve, and chills the freezing blood ! 
From distant villages the flames aspire, 
Glare on the streams, and jset the skies on fire. 

Swift as the panting deer 
From the keen hound and ruthless hunter's spear 
The wretched relics of the slaughter fly. 
Rushing through driving snow-storms wing'd witii 

To woods and deserts drear; [fear, 

Beneath the fury of the wintry sky. 
There, houseless, shivering to the frozen air. 
Pine ihe slow prey of hunger and despair. 

^Tis solitude — ^'tis terror all around ! 
Grim visaged Murder stalks along the ground, 
And dying groans are heard, and savage yells re- 
sound: 
Revenge, in woody glooms conceal'd from day, 
Crouch'd like a tiger, waits the' unwary prey. 
Then, sudden springing with his brandish'd dart. 
Tears from the mangled breast the quivering heart. 

Nor blameless youth's fair blooming years. 

Nor palsied age can pity find. 
Nor female grace, nor beauty's pleading team 
To aught of mercy melt thQ savage mind : 
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Stem stands the dire assassin ; — ' Spare, O, spare 

That infant innocence !' — ^in vain the prayer ! 

In vain the mother's pangs and piercing cries ! 

Fix'd on the bloody point it writhes, and dies ! 

Heaven ! is thy vengeance then ai sounding name ? 

Sleep all thy tiiunders? quench'd is all thy flame? 
Shall bold Oppression still defy 
The wrath and justice of the sky 1 
No ! there's ai^ awfiil hour ; 

When injured Innocence sliall mourn no more. 

Thi9 doom Eternal Justice has decreed, 

* Proportion'd wrath to every guilly deed.' 

Tremble, ye despots ! throned in idle state 
lake Pagan demons, mischievously great. 
Drunk with ambition, by no ties confined, 
Who turn the furies loose to scourge mankind, 
With slaughtered myriads load the crimson'^ 

ground. 
And fling the brands of desolation round ; 
Who, like the Libyan sun's destructive rays. 
Rage o'er a wasted realm, and bum where'er ye 
Amid the pleasures of the genial hour, [blaze I 
The glare of grandeur, and the pride of power. 
Know that the' Avenging Angel waits on high 

The Almighty's final frown ; 
The bolt already kindles in the sky 
To blast your blooming wreaths, and dash your 

glories down. 
What though triumphal monuments ye raise 
To make immortal your detested praise ? 
Your gilded domes with rival splendours crown'd. 
Soon, soon Destruction with her tongue of fire 
Shall lick them from the ground. 




* 444 ELEGANT EXTRACTS. PART I. 

Father of all ! whose uniyersal care 

The greatest, meanest natures share ; 
Whose goodness on an equal plan 
Regards the seraph and the man ; 

Whose awful fiat from primeyal night 
Call'd order, beauty, life, and light. 
And matter, motion, form, and mind 
In one amazing whole combined ; 
O ! from thy star-emblazon'd throne 
Upon a wasted world look down, 

A world, thy hand with rich abundance blessM, 
And robed in Beauty's radiant vest ! 
Which when thine eyes delighted viewed. 
And saw thy own ideas there. 
Sublimely great or sweetly fair. 
Thy sovereign word pronounced it gwd! 

Arise at length in thy resistless might! 
Arise in Liberty's and Virtue's right ! 
Silence wild Discord's loud firenetic sound ! 

That shakes the world around! 
Sweep from the earth those prowling dogs of war, 
And strike the tyrant from his trophied car ! 
In her own hell's eternal fetters bind 
Blood-stain'd Ambition, foe to humankind ! 

Bid from her azure seat descend 
Sweet Charity, the general friend. 
With gentle influence to control 
The fury>passions of the soul : 
Her warm benevolence impart. 
The generous aim, the feeling heart. 
The tender sympathetic sigh. 
And the soft dews of Pity's eye. 
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Break Superstition's magic spell, 
And drive the gloomy demon down 
In her own native shades to frown 
With Horror, Cruelty, and Hell ; 
May Piety her rights regain. 
And o'er according nations reign ! 
Attendant on her sovereign state 
May all the daughter Virtues wait ! 
May earth and all her hundred seas 
Become one temple of thy praise. 
The glorious dwelling of thy Grace, ' 

And Britain be its holiest place ! 

REV. H. MOORE» 



RELiGIO LOCI. 



As musing slow the seabeat shore I tread, 
, While the deep heaves beneath the tempest's 

sway ; 
While all is dark, and on the white wave's head 
The lightning pours a momentary day ; 

Then through the heavens, methinks. Eternal Sire ! 

Thy justice walks,impels the whirlwind's breath, 
Swells the deep thunder, barbs the lightning's fire. 

And shakes o'er guilty worlds the balanced 
death. 

Then in the roarings of the blast I hear 

Thy chariot wheels : O ! who can hear and live ? 

Convicted Nature dreads the vengeance near. 
And Guilt uplifts her hands^ and cries^ Fo] 

▼o^.. I. \3 
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' But when more tranquil scenes my steps invite^ 
Where through a fleecy veil the moonshine smiles^ 
Where rapid Derwent gleams with snowy light, 
Or Lomond jsleeps amid her wooded isles ; 

O, then my rayish'd soul thy mercy sees. 
Inspiring all beneath, around, above ; 

A small still voice in every dying breeze, 

A voice divine proclaims that Thou art Love ! 

Then, stormy shores and surging waves, adieu ! 

And welcome brook, and vale, and peaceful 

grove. [view 

But whence this thought? Shall Reason's eagle 

In none but tranquil scenes trace heavenly love? 

No ! place me where, on Zembla's widowM coast, 

Dark Winter heaps eternal snows on high, 
And bids his towering battlements of frost 
, Float on mid seas, and pillar half the sky ; 

Or place me on Bahouda's thirsty sand, 

Where the parch'd pilgrim longs for dewy night. 

Where whirling pyramids of fiery sand 
O'erwhelm the panting Arab in his flight ; 

Still heavenly mercy o'er the sullen hours 

Shall breathe a charm which all those hours 
shall cheer. 

Bid storms be still, and amaranthine flowers 
Spring from the ashes of a polar year. 

New worlds, new seasons at her beck shall rise, 
Soft branching groves the sunburnt desert 
shroud, 

A sudden fragrance flow through tropic skies, 
A sudden rainbow blush on every cloud. 

6. O. BUSH. 
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AN ANGEL'S SURVEY OF THE WORIJ). 

< Among the tribes that float in air around^ 
Or^cleave the curling wave, or graze the ground. 
Is there no being of superior frame? 

No master work of Heaven, 
To whom more awful powers, a purer flame, 

A reasoning mind is given. 
By the First Father fonuM sublime to sway 
O'er the wide land and loud resounding sea ! 

* There is — I see this earthly demigod ; 

I see the graceful form, the meaning face, 
Erect, and towering to yon bright abode, 

Where, with majestic beauty stamped, I trace 
The' inspiring soul that fills the lovely shrine. 
Reason's keen piercing beam, and Virtue's air 
divine.* 

So spake a spirit of ethereal flame, 
When first to earth a visitant he came ; 
To view the glories of his God displayed 
In shining orbs, and rolling worlds unknown, 
In varied forms, in varied grace array'd. 
He left his native skies, and kindred sun. 

And, on the pious thought intent. 
To this terrestrial ball his course he bent. 

Awhile the purple-pinion'd stranger stood, 
And with an angel's ken, that wide and far 
Glanced like the lightning's instantaneous glare, 

Our idle, busy, bustling race he view'd. . 
He saw with sorrow there 

His Maimer's image, stamp'd divinely fair. 
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Profaned by Folly, or by Vice defaced ; 

All qaench'd the sacred Soul's ethereal flame ; 

Forgot her being's nobler end and aim ; 
Her reason slave to sense, and bending to the beast. 
Unchain*d^the fiercer passions madden round ; 
Pride, Envy, Lust, Ambition, Rage, confound 
Tlie world's fair order, — and, like hellhounds 

driven 
By scourging furies, waste the work# of Heaven. 

Here Vice he sees, enthroned in Virtue's shrine^ 
With idol pomp adored, and rites divine. 
Her secret mysteries unabash'd display. 
And act her orgies in the face of day. 
Her impious sons still riot uncontrol'd ; 
Not fiercer midnight wolves that thin the fold ; 
No ties confine their rage, no sanctions awe ; 
To them no God, no Gospel, and no law ; 

Yet is their spreading glory seen, 
Tall as the palm, and as the laurel green ; 
For them fair Plenty heaps her ample stores. 
And on the genial board unsparing pours ; 
For them the weary peasant ploughs the soil ; 
Theirs is the fruit, for which ten thousand t<Ml ; 
Sublime on Fortune's airy height they stand. 

Her shining fane conunand. 
Rush on her glittering spoils with rapine bold, 
And share at will her honours and her gold. 

Now strike his startled ear from far 
The din and deafening clamours of the bar. 
There with arch leer and ever pliant tongue, 
Stands Sophistry, confounding right and wrong ; 
With Impudence, nor man nor Gt)d can awe, 
And stem Oppression, sanctified by law ; 
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While Perjury, without remorse or dread^ 
Hears the hoarse thunder murmuring o'er his head. 

Justice, with weeping eyes, 
Her rightful seat and sacred temple flies ; 
Chicane with thousand tongues usurps her reign. 
Loud as the clangors of the storm-vex'd main. 

There sees he blazing in imperial pride 

On Freedom's prostrate neck the despot ride ! 

Furious and gloomy as the northern wind, 

He shakes the sword of vengeance o'er mankind. 

Like a red comet with his flaming hair ; 

Oppression, Rapine stalk beside the car, 
Captivity and Grief and gory Death behind. 

But now the martial clarion's shrill alarms 
Call all the furies — rouse thie rage of war. 
He hears the prancing steed, the clattering car, 
And vales and rocks rebellow loud — * to arms !* 
In shining pomp, and awful beauty gay. 
Fierce for the bloody business of the day, 
See front to front two kindred armies stand ! 
Discord, with serpents hissing round her he^, 
Bids to the sky the purple banners spread, 
Her torch of flame high waving in her hand ; 
With frantic mien she runs from band to band, 
Tries every beating breast, and sows the seed 
Of rancour, rage, and death, and every dreadful 
deed. 

Now meet the charging legions — hate and ire 
Edge their keen swords and sparkle in their eyes : 

Th^ glowing field appears a moving fire : 

Loud and more loud the mingling clangors rise. 
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Fierce Discord thunders, and th'e hills re{)ly 
Hoarse echoing — ^trembles eartii, and shakes the 
From host to host gigantic Terror strides, [sky. 
And darts chill horror through the bravest 
breast : 
Grim Death amid. the ranks in triumph rides^ 
And calls Hell's hungry bloodhounds to the 
feast. 

Dissolved are Honour's,Friend8hip's,Nature*s ties j 
See, by the brother's sword the brother dies ! . 
See, mute witii horror, writhed with anguish,, there 

Bent o'er his murder'd son the gory sire — 
Looking some dreadful thought in stem despair ^ 

Then with self vengeance on the corse expire ! 
Here fell Revenge around 
Turns her keen eye to find her hated foe ; 
Full at his heart she drives the desperate blow. 

And turns th6' envenom'd weapon in the wound. 

Wide Desolation o'er the weeping plains, 

Rushing with wasteful sway. 
Like a vast torrent swollen with wintry rains, 
Sweeps the rich product of the year away. 
High o'er the' imperial city's glittering spires 
Blaze to the midnight sky the crackling fires. 

Sights of horror, sounds of woe, 
Mark the dire progress of the victor foe ! 
The harden'd soldier looks relentless on. 
And shouts triumphant o'er the' expiring groan. 

There, from his snowy waste and frozen skies, 
The ravening Russian eagle flies, 

And swiftly shooting from his airy way 
Pouncea on his trembling ^^fty» 
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The Polish peasant sees the flames invade 

His long-loved cot, £^d blast the blooming grove^ 

Where vrhilom to his nut-brown maid 
He told his tales of love. 

His flocks and herds the soldier's spoil^ - 

He flies exiled his native soil, 
Staggering^ vdth age and care ; 
With cold and famine faint, his infant race. 

And pining in his fond embrace, 
His soul with agonizing tortures tear. 

But now the Angel's eye new scenes invite : 
He sees a long procession robed in white ; 
Melodious warblings trill on every tongue ; 

To God ascend the lays 

In sounds of sacred praise, 
His love the grateful subject of the song. 

To pay the solemn vow, 
To yon fair temple *s gilded domes they go. 
A sudden transport seized the seraph's breast. 
As when among his brethren of the bless'd. 

In heavenly bowers above. 
To rapture's voice he tuned the lyre of love. 

Quick through the sounding aisle a glance he dartd, 

Then back with horror starts. 
There Superstition sits in idol state. 
To kneeling trembling crowds denouncing fate, 
Far beaming rays her flaming brows infold ; 
Her beauteous outside gorgeous all with gold : 
Her inward form, by art in vain conceal'd. 
To his keen eye the fiend of hell reveal'd. 

Now in dread majesty sublime she stands. 

And wields the three-fork'd thunder in her hands ; 
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Now to thick shades and cheerless gloom retii 
Andthrmigfa the darkness breathes devmuiag fir 
At her command the deadly lightning flies; 
At her command' the' avenging furies rise ; 
Hark! the harsh jairings of the clanking chu 
Sighs of sorrow, snlten moans, 
Doleful shrieks, and dying groans. 
And hell's own horrors fill the' affrighted &» 

SwordB, axes, racks bestrew the purpled Soot 
The clotted altars blush with human gore ; 
Grim Terrors, piinic Fears surround the shrim 
The wild Enthusiast fc^ls the flame divine; 
Sad Melancholy sighs for ever there. 
And in her dreary dungeon raves Despair. 

A madding rout around 
By turns devontly curse, devoutly pray, 
¥m God they cancel faith, for Ood betray. 
For 6oD infiiriate deal the deathfnl woood. 
Affectioa, Pity, Natora plead in vain ; 
The friend is sacrificed, the brother slain ! 
While the fond sire, by pions rage poesesa'd. 
Drives the fell dagger to the daughter's breast 
Aghast the seraph tum'd his tearful eye. 
Beat hie sad breast, and sought again the sky 
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CONSCIENCE. 

' THERB*~lie for eirer there — * the murderer said : 
And press'd his heel contemptuous on the dead — 
* No temm haunt the well concerting mind ! 
Vengeance my aim, thy gold I leave behind : 
Clutch'd in thy grasp be thy own knife surveyed — 
Thus — so may death self sought thy name degrade 1 
My steel, that did the deed, this lake shall hide — 
Here — ^rost beneath the all-concealing tide — 
The long descent these mounting bubbles tell — 
Down ; down — still deei>er — to the fancied hell. 
But why this needless care? — ^the wretch un- 
known— 
My garment bloodless — no man heard him groan-^- 
Nor he, the fabled monarch of the skies — * 
He spoke, and fix'd on heaven his iron eyes. 

No terrors haunt the well concerting mind ! — 
Sayst thou, when March imchains the midnight 

wind^ 
When the foil blast, as Alp-descending Po 
Whirls through the rocky straight the liquid snow, 
Down the vale driving with resistless course. 
Pours on thy walls its congregated force ; 
When tottering chimneys bellow o'er thy head, 
And the floor quakes beneath thy sleepless bed ? 
No terrors haunt thee ! — Sayst thou, when the 
storm 
Bids all its horrors, each in wildest form. 
From adverse winds on wings of thunder liaste. 
And close around thee on the naked waste ; 
Bids at each flash untimely night retire, . 
And opes and shuts the living vault of fire : 

VOL. I. X 
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Wben from each bursting cloud the arrowy flame 
Seems at thy central breast to point its aim ^ 
While crash on crash redoubles from on high, 
As though the shattered fabric of the sky 
Woulchrush in hideous ruin through the air, 
To whelm the guilty wretch whom lightnings spare? 

No terrors haunt thee ! — Lo, 'tis Winter's reign : 
His broad hand, plunging in the' Atlantic main, 
Lifts into mountain piles the boiling deep. 
And bounds with vales of death each billowy steep. 
Now, when thy bark, the dire ascent surpass'd. 
Turns to the black abyss the downward mast ; 
In that dread pause, while yet the diszy prow 
Poised on the verge o'erhangs the gulf below ; 
Now press thy conscious bosom, and declare 
If guilt has raised no throbs of terror there. 

Still art thou proof? — In sleep I see thee laid : 
Dreams, by the past inspired, thy sleep invade. 
Houseless and drear a plain expands in view : 
There travels one like him thy fury slew : 
Couch*d in the brake, a ruffian from his den 
Starts forth, and acts thy bloody deed again : 
Like thine his mien, like thine his iron stare 
Fix'd in defiance on the vault of air. 
Lo ! as secure he quits the' unplunder'd dead. 
Wide- weltering seas of fire before him spread ; 
With frenzied step he hurries to the shore. 
Shrieks, plunges headlong, and is seen no more ! 

Thou wakest, and smilest in scorn ! — Has Hea- 
ven no dart 
Potent to reach that adamantine heart? 
Yes. He, whose viewless gales the forest b^Ml 
Whose feeblest means attain the mightiest end, 
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Touches the secret spring that opes the cell 
Where Conscience lurks^ and slumbering horrora 

dwell. 
Lo ! as the wretch his careless path pursues. 
Struck by his foot a rusted knife he views. 
In thought the blade concealM from mortal eyes 
Beneath the lake his troubled soul descries. 
In wild dismay his clouded senses swim ; 
Cold streams of terror bathe, each shivering limb ; 
Then with new fires in every nerve he burns ; 
To earthy to heaven, his flashing eyeballs turns ; - 
Buries with frantic hand the' avenging knife 
Beep in his breast, and renders life for life. 

REV. T. GISBORNE. 



THE VANITY OF FAME. 

As vapours from the marsh's miry bed 
Ascend, and, gathering on the mountain head, 
Spread their long train in splendid pomp on high; 

Now o'er the vales in awful grandeur lour. 
Now flashing, thundering down the trembling sky. 
Rive the rough oak, or dash the' aspiring tower ; 
Then melting down in rain 
Drop to their base original again ; 
Thus earth-born heroes, the proud sons of praise. 
Awhile on Fortune's airy summit blaze. 
The world's fair peace confound, 
And deal dismay and death and ruin round. 
Then back to earth these idols of an hour 
Sink on a sudden, and are known no more. 

Where is ea^h boasted favourite of Fame, 
Whose wide expanded name 
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Fiird the loud echoes of the world aronndy 
While shore to shore retiim'd the lengthen'd 

sound ? 
The warriors where, who, in triumphal pride, 
With weeping Freedom to the chariot tied. 
To Glory's Capitolian temple rode? 
In undistinguish'd dust together trod, 

Victors and vanquish'd mingle in the grave ; 
Worms prey upon the mouldering god. 

Nor know a Caesar from his slave ; 
14 empty air their mighty deeds exhale, 
A schoolboy's wonder, or an evening tale. 

In vain with various arts they strive 
To keep their little names alive ; 
Bid to the skies the' amMtious tower ascend ; 
The cirque its vast majestic length extend ; 
Bid arcs of triumph swell their graceful round ; 
Or mausoleums load the' encumber'd groundj 
Or sculpture speak in animated stone 
Of vfmquish'd monarchs tumbled from the throne ; 

The rolling tide of years. 
Rushing with strong and steady current, bears 
The pompous piles with all their fame away. 

To black Oblivion's sea ; 
Deep in whose dread abyss the glory lies 
Of empires, ages, never more to rise ! 

Where's now imperial Rome, 
Who erst to subject kings denounced their doom,. 
And shook the sceptre o'er a trembling world? 
From her proud height by force barbarian hurl'd ! ' 
Now, on some broken capital reclined^ ' 

The sage of classic mind 
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Her awfiil relics views with pitjring eye, 
And o'er departed grandeur heaves a sigh ; 
Or fancies, wandering in his moonlight walk 

The prostrate femes, and mouldering domes 
among, 
He sees the mighty ghosts of heroes stalk 

In melancholy majesty along ; 
Or pensive hover o'er the ruins round. 
Their pallid brows virith faded laurel bound ; 
While Cato*s shade seems scornful to survey 
A race of slaves, and sternly strides away. 

Where old Euphrates winds his storied flood, 
The curious traveller explores in vain 
The barren shores and solitary plain, 

Where erst mtgestic Babel's turret stood ; 

All vanish'd from the view her proud abodes, 

Her walls, and brazen gates, and palaces of gods ! 

A shapeless heap o'erspreads the dreary space, 

Of mingled piles an undistinguish'd mass ; 

There the vnld tenants of the desert dwell ; 

The serpent's hiss is heard, the dragon's yell ; 

And doleful bowlings o*er the waste affright 

And drive afar the wanderers of the night. 

Yet, 'tis Divinity's implanted fire 

Which bids the soul to glorious heights aspire ; 

Enlarge her wishes, and exteild her sight 
Beyond this little life's contracted round. 

And wing her eagle flight 
To grandeur, fame, and bliss beyond a bound. 
Ambition's ardent hopes, and golden dreams, 
Her towering madness, and her wild extremes 
Unfold this sacred truth to Reason's eye. 
That ^ Man was made for Immortality.' 




Ye», frknd! kt noble deedi and noUe afaa 
To distant agef eouecrate our names^ 
That mhitn tiieae tenements of cnunbling di 

Are dropp'd to dust away, 
$ome worthy monnment may still declare 

To fiitare times^ *• we were V 
Not snch as mad. Ambition's rotaries raise 
Upon the dziving sand of vulgar praise ; 
Bnt with its finn foundation laid 
On Virtue's adamantine rodc^ 
That to the skies shall M its toweling b 
Superior to the surge's shock. 
Planned like a Memphiui pyramid sublime 
Rising majestic on its ample base. 
By Just degrees, and with a daring grace 
Erect, immoved amid the storms of time 1 

Of time ! no, thafs a period too confined 
To fill the^ unbounded mind, 
Which o'er the barrier leaps of added yean 
Of ages, eras, and revolTing spheres, 
And leaves the flight of numbers still beh|i 
When the loud clarion's dreadful roll 
ShaU rend the globe from pole to pole ; 
When worlds and systems sink in fire. 
And Nature, Time, and Death expire ; 
In the bright records of the sky 
Shall virtue see her honours shine ; 
Shall see them blazing round the sacred sh 
Of bless'd Eternity. 

RBV. H. BfOC 
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THE SOUL'S ERRAND. 

Go, soul, the body's guest, 

Upon a thankless errand ! 
Fear not to touch the best. 

The truth shall be thy warrant ; 
. Cto, since I needs must die. 
And give the world the lie. 

Go, tell the court it glows, 

And shines like rotten wood ; 
Go, tell the church it shows 

What" s good, and doth no good : 
If church and court reply. 
Then give them both the Ue. 

Tell potentates they live 

Acting by others actions. 
Not loved unless they give, 
Not strong but by their factions : 
If potentates reply. 
Give i>otentates the lie. 

Tell men of high condition, 
That rule affairs of state. 
Their purpose is ambition, 
Their practice only hate ; 
And if they once reply, 
Then give tiiem all the lie. 

Tell them that brave it most, 

They beg for more by spending, 
Who in their greatest cost 

Seek nothing but commending ; 
And if iixej make reply. 
Then give them all the li^. 
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Tell Zeal it lacks devotioiiy 

TeU hove it is but lust. 
Tell Time it is but motion^ 
Tell Flesh it is but dust; 
And wish them not reply, 
For thou must give the 1^. 

Tell Age it daily wasteth, 

Tell Honour how it alters. 
Tell Beauty how she blasteth. 
Tell Favour how she falters; 
' And as they shall reply, 

Give every one the lie. 

Tell Wit how much it wrangles 

In tickle points of niceness ; 
Tell Wisdom she entangles 
Herself in over wiseness ; 
And when they do reply, 
Straight give them both the lie. 

Tell Physic of her boldness, 
Tell Skill it is pretension. 
Tell Charity of coldness. 
Tell Law it is contention ; 
And as they do reply. 
So give them still the lie. 

Tell Fortune of her blindness. 

Tell Nature of decay, 
Tell Friendship of unkindness, 
Tell Justice of delay ; 
And if they will reply. 
Then give them all the lie. . 
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Tell Arts they have no soundness, 

But vary by esteeming ; 
Tell Schools they want profoundness, 
And stand too much on seeming ; 
If Arts and Schools reply, 
Give Arts and Schools the lie. 

Tell Faith 'tis fled the city, 

Tell how the country erreth. 
Tell, manhood shakes off pity. 
Tell, virtue least preferreth ; ' 
And if they do reply, 
Spare not to give the lie. 

So, when thou hast, as I 

Commanded thee, done blabbing ; 
Although to give the lie 

Deserves no less than stabbing ; 
Yet stab at thee who'ivill, 
No stab the soul can kill. 

SYLVESTER. 



STANZAS TO A CHURCH BELL. 

Sonorous brass of changeful i>ower. 

Now whirl'd amain, now Swinging slow ; 

Alike prepared to hail the hour 
Of hope or fear, of joy or woe! 

When Sabbath-tracks to prayer invite. 
Or babes acquire a Christian's name,% 

Or Wedlock's holy ties unite. 
Thy notes the festival proclaim. 

▼OIh I. X 




^ 
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And when, unbodied spirits fly, 

Thy knell repeals the parting breathy 

And when the lifted bier draws nigh. 
Conducts it to the vault of death. 

When rebecks greet the jocnnd wake, 
Or May-day wreaths perfume the plain ; 

The labouring spire thy carols shake, 
And rouse to mirth the Tillage train. 

When gleamy .fires the corn-stack climb, 
Or flames the sinking roof invade ; 

In quick alarm thy backward chime 
On distant hamlets calls for aid. 

When Jervis lops the 'flying host. 

When Howe or Duncan shduts, ' Destroy !' 
Thy changeful peals from coast to coast 

Explosive bear a people's joy. 

And when-io Henry's hallowed ground* 
In sable pomp shall George be borne ; 

Thy muffled [|trokes in broken sound 
Shall tell how boding nations mourn. 

Emblem of man's uncertain tongue, 
That owns each varying ^passion's sway ; 

F^rom hope to fear, from plaint to song, 
Transferr'd within one little day ! 

Sonorous brass, let grief or joy, 

Let sober truth or wild pretence. 
Or hope or fear thy tones employ, 

Alike in thee 'tis innocence. 

• Htnry the SevMth'k CliapcL 
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Not so, when man's uncertain voice 

Conspires to aid the foul intent, 
Pursues unawed its headstrong choice, 

By malice urged, on vengeance bent} 

With rage o*erwhelms, with guile betrays, 
The living wounds, de&mes the dead, 

Love with envenom'd scorn repays, 
With curses loads a brother's head ; 

The power, whose nod is fate, defies, 
Disdains his mercy, braves his ire, 

Scofis the bright mansions of the skies. 
And hell's blue lakes of endless fire. 

O, when the dead of every age. 
For judgment ranged in order due. 

In Accusation's open page 

Each * idle word' recorded view; 

What crowds shall wish their tongues, like thee. 
Had but perform'd a mimic's part ; 

Had moved from conscious meaning free, 
Nor told the language of the heart! 

REV. T. GI8B0RNE* 



THE BIRTHDAY EVE. 

O'er the Lake's placid bosom, for hush'd was the 
night. 
With its fires all unclouded the firmament glow'd, 
And saw kindred fi^es dart an emulous light, 
; Deep sunk in their fathomless crystal abode. 




» 
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No screech owl dUturb'd the repose of the wood ; 

No watchdog foreboded disqiuet and harm; 
No torrent, in cataracts hurling its flood, 

With Fancy's calm dreams blended noise and 
alarm. 

One streamlet remote, from the margm that fell, 
On the ear stealing soft in low mui^ur ccnddk 
plain'd : 

Yet the fiiurmur but seem'd the more clearly to tell 
By a contrast so gentle the stillness tnat reignM. 

A sound b^r yon rock, nor uncheck'd nor suppress'd, 
As from lips half unconscious escaping was 
heard ; 
Then, as rapt meditation expanded the breast, 
Clear, strong, and unbroken the descant re- 
curr'd. 

* Yes, Mom, when emergent she crimsons the sea, 

And Noon, throned on high when she scorches 

the plain ; 
And £ye, when she fades from each glimmering 

tree, , [her train ; 

AndNight, with new worlds when she spangles 

* All, glorious all ! Hark, in turn they declare 

Thefount,whence the tide of resplendency flows ! 
How glorious they in their mansions of ak ! 
How glorious He, who such glory bestows ! 

' On the wings of the whirlwind He measures the 
sky, 

Now viewless in light, now in darkness arrayed ; 
O'er Creation expands his unslumbering eye^ 

And in wisdom controls what in wisdom he made • 
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' He bids the red thunderbolt sleep in its cloud, 
While calmly it floats o'er the head of the just ; 

But wings it with rage at the crest of the proud. 
Brings him down, lays him low, brings him dix/Frn 
to the dust. 

^ King of kings. Lord of lords, Grod of heaven and 
earth. 

Supreme, as in wisdom, in might and in love, 
Thy sheltering hand overshadoVd my birth. 

And hung o'er my childhood a shield from above. 

^ When borne on the treacherous current of youth, 
Thy love steer'd my bark, and made tranquil 
the stream ; 
Unfolded benignant the lamp of thy Truth, 
And made me, though trembling, rejoice in the 
beam. 

* To the bright shore of Manhood when eager J flew. 

And with novelty charmed the gay landscape 

surveyed ; 
To a lone valley pointing, thy Love bade mte view 
How soft was the verdure, how peaceful the 

shade ; 

* Bade my feet from its confines aspire not to stray. 

Bade me trac^its pure brook, nor the streamlet 
disdain; [way 

Bade, me learn (may 1 learn !) from the emblem my 
In silence to hold, yet to hold not in vain^ 

* O Father! for now from her orbit ihe year. 

Ere yon fires set again, shall her speed have 
v^rithdrawn ; 
AnA another with pinions unfurl'd her career, 
Sta)ids prepared to begin at the peep of the davni ; 
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^ Oy frown not, her tribute wMle gratitude pays, 
And hails Thee with rapture the Lord of her 
doom ; 

If Hope, still confiding, her accent should raise, 
And plead with Thee, Father, for mercy to come ! 

* Be the year now at hand as the day that is past ! — 
As the sun rose this mom in calm lustre arrayed. 

So rise the new year by no grief overcast. 
No turbulent storm of misfortune dismayed! 

' On the splendour of noon no obscurity stole, 
Save the dim fleeting cloud that but tempered 
the ray : 

So if Sorrow must darken the months as they roll, 
O9 mild be her shadows, and passing her sway ! 

' As the moonlight now slumbers on wood, hill,, 
and plain. 
And in silence the winds and the waters repose ; 
So may Peace shed her beams on the year in its 
wane. 
So bright be its evening, so tranquil its close ! 

< And when mom, noon, and eve I no longer behold,"^ 
When days, months, and years, liord, I number 
no more ; 

In the arms of thy mercy thy servant enfold. 
Thy works to contemplate, thy name to adore !' 

REV. T. GISBORME. 
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THE DYING INDIAN. 

1. 1. 

' Why pause before I burn? 

Your torments I defy ! 
Convoke your chiefs, from me to learn 

How Mohawk warriors die.' 
Impatient torture hailM the mom : 

The stake was rear'd, the captive bound : 
The smouldering faggot slowly blazed, 

Age and youth, assembled round, 
With taunting aspect gazed ; 

While thus, retorting scorn for scorn. 
The song of death he raised. 

I. 2. 

' Pale at the sight of blood. 

Ye women chiefs, go hunt some helpless pcey ! 

Lurk for the marten, traps for sables lay, 
Or spear the beaver plunging in the flood : 
But, cowards, well beware ^ 

The wolf or rugged bear ! 

Vilest of the Indian name. 
Wretches that tremble at a Mohawk's frown ; 
Unskilled with glorious pangs to crown 

The dying warrior's fame ! 

I. 3. 

* Is this your vaunted art ! 

Is this to act the torturer's part? 

Go, rival a musquito's smart! 
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Your bravest chiefs of yore 
I seized : their flesh my burning pincers tore : 
•Round them I wove the glowing cane : 
Red splinters pierced each hissing vein : 
While from my back, in bloody triumph hung, 
Scalps of their slaughtered brethren swung. 

The woods retum'd their moan ! 
I watch'd the writhing limb, 
Saw the rack'd eyeball swim. 

And laugh'd at every groan T 

II. 1. 

^ Prepare to meet their fate. 

See Mohawk vengeance rise ! 
Your race I doom to Mohawk hate ! 

Loy swift as lightning flies, 
My sons your skulking wiles have crossed : 

The wood they scour, the swamp, the glen : 
I see the shortlived fray ! 

Wood and hill and trackless fen 
Echo your vnld dismay. 
Cowards! your scorch'd bones are toss'd 
Of Mohawk dogs the'prey. 

II. 2. 

^ Behind yon mountains blue, 

Clear to the valiant, to the coward's eye 

Hung, a diipL vapour, in the distant sky, 
My sires the chase renew ; 

And scenes of martial deed. 

The dauntless warrior*s meed. 
There they mark your servile race 

To women*s toils, to coward's doom consign'd. 

My sires ! I come ;' we mount the wiiyl, 
And scoff at their disgrace V 
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II. 3. 

He spoke, he laugh'd, he died. 

' Hail, my unequal'd son,* said Pride. 

* Not so ;* a voice from heaven replied. 

* Is he the truly brave, 

Victor of Pain, but thine and Passion*s slave ? 

His holy head see Stephen bow : 

See meekness calm his angel brow. 

Around see Malice scowl, see Vengeance glare ; 

See. Rage the murderous stones prepare ; 

And Saul the garments keep. 

Hark ! — ** Lord, their sin forgive ! 

My spirit, Lord, receive !" 
He spoke, and fell asleep.' 

REV. T. OISBOI^fS. 



STANZAS. 



Lo ! o'er the earth the kindling spirits pour 
The flames of life, that bounteous Nature gives ; 

The limpid dew becomes the rosy flower; 

The' insensate dust awakes and moves and lives. 

All speaks of change : the renovated forms 

Of long forgotten things arise again. 
The light of suns, the breath of angry storms, 

The everlasting motions of the main; 

These are but engines of the* Eternal Will, 
The One Intelligence ; whose potent sway 

Has ever acted, and is acting still. 

Whilst stars, and worlds, and systems, all ob«|^^ 
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Without whose power, the whole of mortal things 
Were dull, inert, an unharmonious band ; 

Silent ajs are the harp's untuned strings 
Without the touches of the poet's hand. 

A sacred spark, created by His breath. 

The' inunortal mind of man his image bears ; 

A spirit living midst the forms of deaths 

Oppressed but not subdued by mortal cares — 

A germ, preparing in the winter's frost, 
To rise and bud and blossom in the spring ; 

An unfledged eagle by the tempest toss'd. 
Unconscious of his future strength of wing :-^ 

The child of trial, to mortality 

And all its changeful influences given : 

On the green earth decreed to move and die ; 
And yet by such a fate prepared for heaven. — 

Soon as it breathes, to feel the mother's form 
Of orbed beauty through its organs thrill ; 

To press the limbs of life with rapture warm, 
And drink of transport from a living rill : 

To view the skies with morning radiance bright. 
Majestic mingling with the ocean blue. 

Or bounded by green hills, or mountains white ; 
Or peopled plains of rich and varied hue : 

The nobler charms astonish'd to behold 
Of living loveliness, to see it move, 

Cast in Expression's rich and varied mould, 
Awakening sympathy, compelling love : — 

The heavenly balm of mutual hope to taste, 
Soother of life ; affection's bliss to share, 

Sweet as the stream amidst the desert waste, 
As the first blush of arctic daylight fair : — 
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To mingle with its kindred, to descry 

The path of power — ^in public life to shine ; 

To gain the voice of jiopularity ; 

The idol of to-day, the man divine : — 

To govern others by an influence strong [main ; 

As that high law which moves the murmuring 
Raising and carrying all its waves along, 

Beneath the full-orb'd Moon's meridian reign; 

To scan how transient is the breath of praise ; 

A Winter's Zephyr trembling on the snow, 
Chiird as it moves ; or as the northern rays. 

First fading in the centre, whence they flow : — 

To live in forests mingled with the whole 
Of natural forms, whose generations rise 

In lovely change, in happy order roll 

On land, in ocean, in the glittering skies : — 

Their harmony to trace — The' Eternal Cause 
To know in love, in reverence to adore^ 

To bend beneath the inevitable laws, 

Sinking in death*; its human strengtii no more : — 

Then, as awakening from a dream of paiuj^ 
With joy its mortal feelings to resign ; 

Yet all its living essence to retain, 

The' undying energy of strength divine : 

To quit the burdens of its earthly days, 

To give to Nature all her borrow'd powers; 

Ethereal fire to feed the solar rays. 

Ethereal dew to glad the earth in showers. 

SIR H. DATT. 
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REVELATION. 

^ FROM THE POEM OP PRUDENTIUS AGAINST 

SYMMACHOS. 

' 'Tis mine to give imperishable joy 

Which not the lapse of ages can destroy.' 

Snch are the promises of God : declare, 

Can one endowed to suffer and to dare, 

Capacious of unbounded virtue, slight 

For brief existence ages of delight T 

Or can the wise in joys corporeal find 

A bliss superior to the living mind? 

'Twixt men and brutes what severing distance lies ? 

The weal of brutes is present to their eyes. 

My hopes beyond the bounds of vision soar ^ 

Where joy endures, when time shall be no more. 

If with these limbs the whole of me expire. 

Nor aught of me survive the funeral fire. 

Why should my thoughts regard a God on high, 

Framer of earth, and ruler of the sky ? 

Or why that majesty of power revere 

Which now with trembling awe we justly fear? 

No — let me rush, by glowing impulse led, 

Traniple on shame, and stain the marriage bed : 

The trust, by witnesses unseen, deny : 

My wants of avarice bid the poor supply : 

I fear not ill : the cheated laws are blind ; 

Armed Justice sits, but dives not in the min<l. 

Is the crime blazon'd ? but a bribe of gold 

Corrupts the judge, and clemency is sold. 

Not the just punishment of guilt 1 dread. 

The axe falls seldom on the guilty head. 
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How rove my thoughts ! I hear a God from high 
Reclaim my soul in threatening majesty. 
^ No — not the monuments of deeds unjust \ 
With breath shall perish or shall mix with dust. 
He shall not die, the man that lives within ; 
The soul for ages rues the body's sin. 
My voice could instant bid the liquid flame 
Enwrap suspended nature's earthly frame ; 
Through ether's buoyant breath the fabric bear, 
Wing'd like the wind and circumfused with air : 
Father of spirits, incorporeal soul, 
I yet could vrrap this vast material whole 
In elemental fire : my power the same 
Can plunge the sinful body into flame. 
My organizing wisdom can restore 
To human dust the form it held before. 
Who of my power despairs ? the word, that gave 
Existence birth, can call it from the grave. 
Look forth : in Nature's page the' e3uunples read ; 
Life springs anew from each decaying seed ; 
Dried is its vital juice : earth's furrovir'd bed 
Becomes its grave, thus arid, shrunk, and dead : 
Yet from its sepulchre of clay the grain 
Sprouts with reviving germ and lives again. . 
Hast thou not known, nor hath conjecture told 
What careful artist form'd the teeming mould ; 
Or whence the secret force, that work'd unseen. 
And from corruption rear'd the bursting green? 
Beware, oh wretched men ! the seeming wise ; 
' Who search in physics with their molelike eyes : 
In me the generative source survey ; 
The flux of things and mutable decay 
TiB I restore : my vivifying power [flower. 

Wakes ^e dried leaf and clothes the witherM 
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Ifan too shall feel my energy the same ; 

When all the stnictare of his moulder'd frame 

Shall start from ashes : whether torments just 

Requite for crimes the animated dust ; 

Or throned in light its virtue shine on high ; 

Whate'er its lot, predestined ne'er to die. 

Ere soul and body part, remember, man ! 

The liying author whence thy life began. 

Revere thy Maker with a lowly heart. 

Adore the hand that form'd thee what thou art ; 

No other fashion'd thee : but I, the same, 

Infused thy breathing soul, and knit thy frame : 

No numerous gods this life's rich blessings gave ; 

No other bade th^ spiky harvest wave : 

With swelling must the vine's ripe fruitage glow, 

And purple juice from bending clusters flow. 

The Greeks their Pallas feign ; but I am He 

That with green berry clothed the olive tree : 

r am the same whose tutelary power [hour : 

Succours the springing babe, and rules Lucina's 

From me the sexes blend the soft embrace, 

Create and cherish the created race : 

While with loose loves ye violate the flame. 

And veil the sin with Venus' shadowy namp. 

Tia I alone the elements Uphold, 

Nor faint, nor weary, as of fragile mould : 

I dwell in one immensity of height ; 

Before me deathless ages wheel their flight. 

My being unapproach'd, ere Time began. 

In depth of ancient days confounds the thought of 

Worlds and their motions I alone sustain, [man. 

And ask no aid nor partner in my reign. 

The' angelic legions, whom my hand has made, 

To my omoisdent wisdom stand diqtkty'd : 
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The natures of created hosts are known, 
With all their ends and use to me alone. 
Ye pass the only God, and dreaming feign 
A thousand godis, the coinage of the brain : 
Bress'd in my powers and virtues they preside; 
Lessen'd in parts my essence ye divide : 
I cannot lost in parts dissever'd stray, 
Nor can ye tear me from myself away. 
Compounded matter may divided fall ; 
Me none created, who created all : 
None can divide : nor that I wilFd to be 
And form'd from nothing is a part of me. 
Rise, mortal ! be thy grateful incense given 
To the one God : ^e unity of heaven. 
To Him raise temples : no cemented pile 
From chisel'd marble of the Parian isle ; 
From Sparta's quarries green, or Synna's mines. 
Where the vein'd rock with native purple shmes; 
For me the temple of the mind alone 
Delights : I joy not in a fane of stone* 
This is my dwelling : this my place of rest, 
Worthy a heavenly and eternal guest. 
And I have found the' immaculate abode ; 
Within the human form the light has flowed. 
The glory of the God : illumed from high 
The' adopted substance glowed with Deity ; 
The' illuminating God his seat approved. 
And rested in the temple which he loved. 

I framed the form of man in perfect mould. 
And bade him look on high, and heaven behind; 
With upright mien, and attitude sublime. 
And eyes that soar'd beyond the' ethereal cHme« 
I bade to me his utmost strength aspire, 
His being's faculties, his soul's desire : 
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He on base ore his earthward gaze depressed. 
And shook the' inspiring godhead from the breast. 
Twas mine to rear him with restoring love ; 
My spirit then descended from above ; 
And in this frame of animated clay 
Shed with informing light a heavenly ray. 
Stooping from heaven the Majesty on high 
Raised the fallen manhood into Deity ; 
On man the knowledge of himself bestow'd. 
Transferred from earth, and interfused vnth God.' 

C. A. ELTON. 



TO SARISSA. 

^n (!EpistIe» 



Bear up, Sarissa, through the ruffling stmrms 
Of a vain vexing world : tread down the cares. 
Those rugged thorns that lie across the road. 
Nor spend a tear upon them. Trust the Muse ; 
She sings experienced truth : tlus briny dew^ 
This rain of eyes will make the briars grow. 
We travel through a desert, and our feet 
Have measured a fair space, have left behind 
A thousand dangers, and a thousand snares 
Well scaped. Adieu! ye horrors of the dark. 
Ye finished labours, and ye tedious toils 
Of days and hours: the twinge of real smart 
And the false terrors of ill boding dreams 
Vanish together, be alike forgot. 
For ever blended in one common grave. 

Farewell, ye waxing and ye waning moons, 
That we have watch'd behind the flying clouds 
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On Night's dark hill, or setting or ascending. 
Or in meridian height : then silence reign'd 
O'er half the world ; then ye beheld our tears, 
Ye witnessed our complaints, our kindred groans, 
(Sad harmony !) while with your beamy horns 
Or richer orb ye silver'd o'er the green 
"Wliere trod our feet, and lent a feeble light 
To mourners. Now ye have fulfill'd your round. 
Those hours are fled,farewell ! Months th^ are gone 
Are gone for ever, and have borne away 
Each his own load. Our woes and sorrows past. 
Mountainous woes, still lessen as they fly 
Far off. So billows in a stormy saa, 
Wave after wave (a long succession) roll 
Beyond the ken of sight: the saUors safe 
Look far astern till they have lost the storm, 
And shout their boisterous joys. A gentler Muse 
Sings thy dear safety, and commands thy cares 
To dark oblivion buried deep in night. 
Lose them, Sarissa, and assist my song. 

Awake thy voice, sing how the slender line 
Of Fate's immortal Now divides the past 
From all the future with eternal bars. 
Forbidding a return. The past temptations 
No more shall vex us ; every grief we feel 
Shortens the destined number ; every pulse 
Beats a sharp moment of the pain away, 
And the last stroke will come. By sw^t degrees 
Time sweeps us off, and we shall soon arrive 
At life's sweet period : O celestial point. 
That ends this mortal story ! 

But if a glimpse of ligh% with flattering ray. 
Breaks through the clouds of life, or wandering fire 
Amidst the shades invite your doubtful feet, 

VOL. I. K K 
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Beware tiie dancing meteor ; fiuthlem gnide, 
lliat leads tilie Idnesoiiie pilgrim wide astray 
To bogs and fens and pits and certain death ! 
Should yicioiis pleasore take an angel-form 
And at a distance r^, by slow degrees. 
Treacherous, to wind herself into your heart. 
Stand film aloof ; nor let the gaudy phantom 
Too long allure your gaze ; the just delight 
That He%Ten indulges lawful must obey 
Superior powers; nor tempt your thoughts too far 
In slavery to sense, nor swell your hope 
To dangerous size. If it approach your feet. 
And court your hand, fcMrbid the' intruding joy 
To sit too near your heart : still may our souls 
Claim kindred with the skies, nor mix with dust 
Our better-bom affections: leave the globe, 
A nest for worms, and hasten to our home. 

O, there are gardens of the' immortal kind, 
That crown the heavenly Eden's rising hills 
With beauty and with sweets ; no lurking mischief 
Dwells in the fruit, nor serpent twines the boughs ; 
The branches bend laden with life and bliss 
Ripe for the taste, but 'tis a steep ascent: 
Hold fast the golden chain * let down from Heaven, 
IVill help your feet and wings ; I feel its force 
Draw upwards ; fasten'd to the pearly gate 
It guides the way unerring : happy clue 
Through this dark wild ! Twas Wisdom's noblest 

work, 
All join'd by Power Divine, and every link is lov^. 

WATTS. 

• Hie Gospel. 
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THE CURE OF SAUL. 

% Sacretr ^tiz* 

' Vengeance, arise from thy infen^al bed, 

And pour thy tempest on his guilty head T 

Thus Heaven's decree, in thunder's sound, 

Shook the dark abyss profound^ — 

The' unchain'd furies come ! 

Pale Melancholy stalks from hell ; 

The' abortive offspring of her womb. 

Despair and Anguish, round her yell. 

By sleepless terror Saul possess'd, 
Beep feels the fiend within his tortured blreast, 

Midnight spectres round him howl : 
Before his eyes 
In troops they rise, 
And seas of horror overwhelm his soul. 

Haste ; to Jesse's son repair : 

He best can sweep the lyre, 
Wake the solemn-sounding air, 
And lead the vocal choir : 
On every string soft-breathing raptures dwell, 
To soothe the throbbings of the troubled breast ; 
Whose magic voice can bid the tides of passion 
Or lull the raging storm to rest. [swell. 

Sunk on his couch, and loathing day. 

The Heaven-forsaken monarch lay : 
To the sad couch the shepherd now drew near ; 

Andy while the' obedient choir stood round, 
Prepared to catch the soul-commanding sound. 

He dropp'd a generous tear.-— < 
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Thy pitying aid, O God, impart ! 

For lo, thy poison'd arrows drink his heart ! 

Tliy mighty song from Chaos rose. — 
^ronnd his throne the formless atoms sleep, 
And drowsy darkness broods upon the deep. — 
Confusion, wake ! 
Bid the rea]^ of Chaos shake ! 
"Rouse him from his dread repose ! — 
Hark! loud Discord breaks her chain: 
The hostile atoms clash with deafening roar : 
Her hoarse voice thunders through the drear do- 
And kindles every element to war. — [main, 
' Tumult, cease ! 
Sink to peace ! 
Let there be light!'— The' Ahnighty said: 
And lo, the radiant sun, 
Flaming ^m his orient bed;^ 
His endless course begun. 

See, the twinkling Pleiads rise : 
Thy star, Orion, reddens in the skies : 
While slow around the northern plain 
Arcturus wheels his mighity wane. 

Thy glories too, refulgent moon, he sang ; 

Thy mystic mazes, and thy changeful ray : 
O fairest of the starry throng ! 
Thy solemn orb of light 
Guides the triumphant car of night 

O'er silver clouds, and sheds a softer day ! 

Ye planets, and each circling constellation. 
In songs harmonious praise your generation! 
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Oh, while yon radiant seraph turns the spheres. 
And on the steadfast pole-star stands sublime, 

Wheel your rounds 

To heavenly sounds ; 
And soothe his song-enchanted ears 
With your celestial chime. 

In dumb surprise the listening monarch lay 
(His woe suspended by sweet Music's sway) ; 
And, awe-struck, with uplifted eye 
Mused on the newborn wonders of the sky. 

Lead the soothing verse along : 
He feels, he feels the power of song. — 
Ocean hastens to his bed : 
The labouring mountain rears his rock-eneumber'd 
Down his steep and shaggy side [head x 
The torrent rolls his thundering tide ; 
Then smooth and clear, along the fertile plain. 
Winds his majestic waters to the distant main. 
Flocks and herds the hills adorn : 
The lark, high-soaring, hails the mom. 
And while along yon crimson-clouded steep 
The slow sun steals into the golden deep. 
Hark, the solemn nightingale 
Warbles to the woodland dale. 
See, descending angels shower 
Heaven's own bliss on Eden's bower : 
Peace on Nature's lap reposes ; 
Pleasure strews her guiltless roses : 
Joys divine in circles move, 
link'd with Innocence and ^ve. 
Hail, happy Love, with Innocence combhwd \ 
All hail^ ye sinless parents of mankind i 
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I 

Tliey paused :— tiie monarch, prostrate <« his bed, 

SabmisBiye boVd his head ; 
Adored the works of boundless power divine : 
Then,angiii8h-struck,hecried(and smote his breast) 

Why, why is peace ihe welcome gaest 

Of every heart but mine. 

Now let the solemn numbers flow, 
Till he feel tiiat guilt is woe. 

Heavenly harp, in mournful strain 
O'er yon weeping bower complain : 
What sounds of bitter pangs I hear ! 
What lamentations wound mine ear! 
In vain, devoted pair, these tears ye shed : 
Peace with innocence is fled. 
The messengers of grace depart: 
Death glares, and shakes the dreadful dart ! 
Ah, whitlier fly ye, by yourselves abhorred, 
To shun fhai frowning cherub's fiery sword ? 
Lo! 

Hapless, hopeless pair, 
€k>aded by despair. 

Forlorn, through desert climes they go ! 
Wake, my lyre ! can pity sleep, 
When heaven is moved, and angels weep ! 
Flow, ye melting numbers, flow ; 
Till he feel that guilt is woe. — 

The king, with pride and shame and anguish torn, 
Shot fury from his eyes, and scorn ; 
The glowing youth. 
Bold in truth 
(So still should virtue guilty power engage), 
With brow undaunted met his rage. 
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See, his cheek kindles into generous fire : 
Stem, he bends him o'er his lyre ; 
And, while the doom of guilt he sings. 
Shakes horror from the tortured strings. 

What sounds of terror and distress 
Rend yon howling wilderness ! 

The dreadful thunders sound ; 
The forked lightnings flash along ^e ground. 

Why yawns that deepening gulf below? 

Tis for Heaven's rebellious foe : — 

Ply, ye sons of Israel, fly ! 

Who dwells inKorah's guilty tents must die! — 

They sink ! Have mercy, Lord ! — ^Their cries 

In dreadful tumult rise. 
Hark, from the deep their loud laments I hear ! 
They lessen now, and lessen on the ear ! 

Now, destruction's strife is o'er ! 

The countless host 

For ever lost ! 
The gulf is closed ! Their cries are heard no more ! 

But oh, my lyre, what accents can relate 

Sinful man's apjiointed fate ! 

He comes, he comes ! the' avenging God ! 
Clouds and darkness round l^m roll : 
Tremble, earth ! Ye mountains, nod ! 
He bows the skies, and shakes the pole. 

The gloomy banners of his wrath unfrurl'd. 

He calls the floods, to drown a guilty world : 
' Ruin, lift thy baneful head ; 
Rouse the guilty world from sleep : 
Lead up thy billows from their cavem'd bed, 
And burst the rocks that chain thee in the 
deep.' — 
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Now, the' impetaoiui torrents rise ; 

13ie hoarse-ascending deluge roars : 

Down rush the cataracts from the skies ; 

The swelling waves overwhelm the shores. 
Just, O God, is thy decree ! 
Shall guilty man contend with thee ! 

Lo, hate and envy, sea-intomb'd. 

And rage with lust in ruin sleep ; 

And scoflSng luxury is doom'd 

To glut the Tast and rayenousdeep ! — 
In vain from fate the' astonishM remnant flies : — 

^ Shrink, ye rocks ! Ye oceans, rise !' 
The tottering cliffs no more the floods control ; 

Sea following sea ingulfs the ball : 
O'er the sunk hills the watery mountains roll. 

And wide destruction swallows all! — 
Now teKer let the' impassioned numbers glow ; 

Swell the song, ye mighty choir! 

Wing your dreadful darts with fire ! 

Hear me, monarch! — Guilt is woe! — 

Thus while the frowning shepherd poured along 
The deep impetuous torrent of his song, 
Saul, stung by dire despair, 
Gnash'd his teeth, and tore his hair : 
From his blood, by horror chill'd, 
A cold and agonizing sweat distill'd : 
Then, foaming with unutterable smart. 
He aim'd a dagger at his heart. 
His watchful train prevent the blow ; 
And call each lenient balm,to soothe his frantic woe: 
But pleased, the shepherd now beheld 
His pride by Heaven's own terrors quell'd ; 
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Then bade his potent lyre control 
The mighty storm that rent his soul. 

Cease your cares : the body's pain 

A sweet relief may find : 
But gums and lenient balms are vain 

To heal the wounded mind. 

Come, fair Repentance, from the skies, 

O sainted maid with upcast eyes!. 

Descend in thy celestial shroud. 

Vested in a weeping cloud ! 

Holy guide, descend and bring 

Mercy from the' eternal king ! 

To his soul your beams impart. 

And whisper comfort to his heart! — ' 

They come : O king, thine ear incline : 
Listen to their voice divine : 
Their voice shall every pang compose, 
To gentle sorrow soothe thy woes ; 
Till each pure wish to heaven shall soar. 
And peace return, to part no more I 
Behold, obedient to their great command. 
The lifted dagger quits his trembling hand : 

Smooth'd is his brow, where sullen care 
And furroVd horror couch'd with fell despair : 

No more his eyes with fury glow ; 
But heavenly grief succeeds to hellbom woe. 
See the signs of grace appear : 
See the soft relenting tear 
Trickling at sweet Mercy's call ! 
Catch it, angels, ere it fall ! 
And let the heart-sent offering rise. 
Heaven's best accepted sacrifice ! — 

VOL. I. B B 
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Yet, yet again f — ^Ah see, the pang retunt;^ 
Again with inward fire his heaying bosom boms! 

Now, shepherd, wake a mightier strain ; 

Search the deep heart-rending pain ; 

Till the large floods of sorrow roll. 

And quench the tortures of his soul. 
Almighty Lord ! accept his pang sincere ! 
Let heavenly hope dispel each dark temptation ! 
And, while he pours the penitential tear, 
O, visit him with thy salvation ! — 

Stoop from heaven, ye raptured throng: 

Sink, ye swelling tides of song ! 
For lo ! dissolved by music's melting power. 
Celestial sorrow rolls her plenteous shower. 

O'er his wan cheek the colours rise. 
And beams of comfort brighten in his eyes. 

Happy king, thy woes are o'er ! 

Thy God shall wound thy soul no more ! 

The pitying Father of mankind 

Meets the pure returning mind. 
Now lowly let the rustic measure glide 
To quell the dark remains of self-consuming pride ; 
Till nature's home-sprung blessings he confess. 
And own that calm content is happiness. — 
Ye woods and lakes, ye cliffs and mountains. 
Haunted grots and living fountains ! 

Listen to your shepherd's lay. 

Whose artless carols close the day. 

Bounding kids around him throng ; 

The steep rock echoes back his song : 

While all unseen to mortal eye. 

Sliding down the evening sky. 
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Holy Peace, though born above, 
Daughter of Innocence and Love, 
Quits her throne and mansion bright, 
Her crown of stars and robe of light. 
Serene, in gentle smiles array'd. 
To dwell beneath his palm-tree shade. 
.Hail, meek angel! awful guest! 
Still pour thy radiance o'er my breast ! 
Pride and Hate in courts may shine : [thine f 
The shepherd's calm and blameless tent is 

Softly, softly breathe your numbers ; 

And wrap his wearied soul in slumbers ! 
Gentle sleep, becalm his breast. 
And close his eyes in healing rest ! 

Descend, celestial visions, ye who wait, 

God's ministering powers, at heaven's eternal gate ! 
Ye, who nightly vigils keep. 
And rule the silent realms of sleep. 
Exalt the just to joys refined. 
And plunge in woe the guilty mind, 
Descend ! — Oh, waft him to the skies. 
And open all heaven's glories to his eyes ! 

Beyond yon starry roof, by seraphs trod. 

Where light's unclouded fountains blaze ; 
Where choirs immortal hymn their God, 

Intranced in ecstasy of ceaseless praise. 
Angels, heal his anguish ! 
Your harps and voices join ! 
His grief to bliss shall languish. 
When soothed by sounds divine. 

Behold, with dawning joy each feature glows ! 
See, the blissful tear overflows ! — 
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The fiend is fled ! — Let music's rapture rise : 
Now harmony, thy every nerve employ : 

Shake the dome, and pierce the skies : 

Wake iiim, wake him into joy. 

What power can every passion's throe control ? 

What power can boast the charm divine 

To still the tempest of the soul? 
Celestial harmony, that mighty charm is thine ! 
She, heavenly bom, came down to visit earth, 

When from God's eternal throne 
The beam of all-creative wisdom shone, . 

And spake fair order into birth. 
At wisdom's call she robed yon glittering skies, 
Attuned the spheres, and taught consenting oibs 

Angels rapt in wonder stood ; [to rise ; 

And saw that all was fair, and all was good. 

Twas then, ye sons of God, in bright array 

Ye shouted o'er creation's day : 

Then, kindling into joy. 

The morning stars together sung ; 

And through the vast ethereal sky 

Seraphic hymns and loud hosannas rung. 

DR. BROWH. 
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Animi natora videtnr 



Atqae animae daranria iD«is jaiii versibos esse 
£t metus ille foras praeceps AcberanUs agendas 
Fanditus, haraanani qni vitam torbat ab iaio, 
Omnia sofiiundas mortis nigrorc. Liter. 



When black-browed Night her dusky mantle 
spread, 
And wrapt in solemn gloom the sable &y; 
When soothing Sleep her opiate dews had shed, 

And sealM in silken slumbers every eye ; 
My wakeful thoughts admit no balmy rest, 

Nor the sweet bliss of soft obliyion share ; 
But wakeful woe distracts my aching breast, 

My heart the subject of corroding care : 
From haunts of men with wandering b\£;^^ «xAi^q^ 
I Bolitary Bteal, and soothe my petkBVv©"^o^- 
roL. z. c c 
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Yet no fell passion's rough discordant rage 

Untuned the music of my tranquil mind ; 
Ambition's tinsel'd charms could ne'er engage. 

No harbour there could sordid avarice find : 
From lust's foul spring my grief disdains to flow, 

No sighs of envy from my bosom break. 
But soft compassion melts my soul to woe. 

And social tears fast trickle down my cheek ; 
Ah me ! when nature gives one general groan. 
Each heart must beat with woe, each voice re- 
sponsive moan. 

Where'er I cast my moisten'd eyes around. 

Or stretch my prospect o'er the distant land. 
There foul Corruption's tainted steps are found. 

And Death, grim-visaged, waves his iron hand. 
Though now soft Pleasure gild the smiling scene. 

And sportive Joy call forth her festive train^ 
Sinking in night each vital form is seen, 

like air-blown bubbles on the watery plain ; 
Fell Death, like brooding harpy, the repast 
Will snatch with talons foul, or sour its grateful 
taste. 

Ye smiling glories of the youthful year. 

That ope your fragrant bosoms to the day. 
That glad in all the pride of spring appear. 

And steep'd in dews your silken leaves display ; 
In Nature's richest robes though thus bedight. 

Though her soft pencil trace your various dye. 
Though lures your roseate hue the charmed sight, 

Though odours sweet your nectarous breath 
supply, [prey, 

Soon OB your leaves Time's casikerous tooth shali 
Your dulcet dews exhale, ^oxa X^waXfewja \ftf^\si 
decay. 
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Ye hedgerow elms, beneath whose fragrant shade 

The grazing herds defy the rattling shower; 
Ye lofty oaks, in whose wide arms displayed 

The clamorous rook builds high his airy bower ; 
Stripped by hoar Winter's rough inclement rage 

In mournful heaps your leafy honours lie, 
Even your hard ribs shall feel the force of age, 

And your bare trunks the friendly shade deny ; 
No more by cheerful vegetation green 
Your sapless bolls shall sink, and quit the' evanid 
scene. 

Ye feather'd warblers of the vernal year, 

That careless sing nor fear the frowns bf fate, 
Tune your sad notes to death and winter drear! . 

Ill suit these mirthful strains your transient state. 
No more with cheerful song nor sprightly air 

Salute the blushes of the rising day. 
With doleful ditties, drooping wings, repair 

To the lone covert of the nightly spray ; 
Where love-lorn Philomela strains her tiiroat, 
Surround the budding thorn, and swell the mourn- 
ful note. 

Come, sighing Elegy, with sweetest airs 

Of mielting music teach my grief to flow, 
I too must mix my sad complaint with theirs, 

Our fates are equal, equal be our woe. 
Come, Melancholy, spread thy raven wing, 

And in thy ebon car, by Fancy led. 
To the dark chamel vault thy votary bring, 

The murky mansions of the mouldering dead. 
Where dank dews breathe and taint the sickly 

skies, 
Where in aad ioathsome heaps a\i Yixmiiaji^oTj'^^^^* 
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Wnq>p'd in the gloom of uncreated night, 

Secure we slept in senseless matter's arms. 
Nor pain could vex, nor pallid fear afinght. 

Our quiet fancy felt no dream's alarms. 
Soon as to life our animated clay 

Awakes, and ccmscious being opes our eyes, 
Care's fretful family at once dismay, 

With ghastly air a thousand phantoms rise. 
Sad Horror hangs o'er all the deepening gloom, 
.Grief prompts the labour'd sigh. Death opes the 
marble tomb. 

Yet life's strong love intoxicates tte soul, 

, And thirst of bliss inflames the feverous mind. 

With eager draughts we drain the poisonous bowl. 

And in the dregs the cordial hope to find. 
O Heaven ! for this light end were mortals made. 

And placed on earth, with happiness in view. 
To catch with cheated gmsp the flitting shade. 

And with vain toil the fancied form pursue, 
Then give their short lived being to the wind. 
As the vdng'd arrow flies, and leaves no ijcack 
behind ! 

Thus, lonely wandering through the nightly shade. 

Against the stem decrees of stubborn Fate, 
To mockful echo my complaints I made. 

Of life's short period, or its toilsome state. 
'Tis deathlike silence all, no sound I hear. 

Save the hoarse raven croaking from the sky. 
Or scaly beetle murmuring through the air. 

Or screech owl screaming with iU omen'd cry ; 
Save when with brazen tongue from yon high tower. 
The clock, deep-sounding, speaks, and counts the 
passing hour. 
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Pale Cynthia, mounted on her silver car, [round ; 

O'er heaven's blue concave drives her nightly 
See a torn abbey, wrapp'd in gloom, appear 

Scatter'd in wild confusion o'er the ground. 
Here ravenous Ruin lifts her wasteful hands 

O'er briar-grown grots and bramble-shaded 
graves; 
Safe from her wrath one weeping marble stands. 

O'er which the mournful yew its umbrage waves. 
Ope, ope thy ponderous jaws, thou friendly tomb. 
Close the sad deathful scene, and shroud me in thy 
womb! 

Forth issuing lovely from the gloomy shade. 

Which stately pines in phalanx deep compose, 
Fair above mortals comes a smiling maid. 

To soothe my sighs, and cheer my heartfelt woes. 
Here nursed by Contemplation, matron sage^ 

Where with mute Solitude she loves to dwell. 
In truth's fair lore she form'd her early age. 

And trimm'd the midnight lamp in lonely cell ; 

Here leam'd clear reason's heaven-sprung li^ 

to raise [rious blaze. 

O'er passion's low-bom mists or pleasure's spu- 

Her azure mantle flows with easy grace. 

Nor fashion's folds constrain, nor custom's tye ; 
An optic tube she bears, each sphere to trace 

That rolls its rapid orbit round the sky : 
Yet not to heaven alone her views confined ; 

A clear reflecting plane she holds, to show 
The various movements of the reasoning mind. 

How strange ideas link, and habits grow, 
Pfussion's fierce impulse, will's free power to scan, 
,To paint the featured soul, and mark the internal 
man. 
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' Wlience these sad strains/ said she, ' of plaintiYe 
grief, 

Which pierce the sleep-closed ear of peaoefiil rest; 
Oft has the sickening mind here found relief^ 

Here quell'd the throbbing tamnlts of the breast : • 
lift up diy leaden eyes tayon fair cloud. 

Where moon-sprung* Iris blends her beauteous 
I lift them soon, and as I gazing stood, [dyes.* 

The fleeting phantom in a moment flies ; 
Where beam'd the gilded arch of gaudy hue [view. 
Frowns the dark louring cloud, all gloomy to the 

' Life's emblem fit,' said I, ' that roscid bow ! 

The gay illusive pageant of an hour 
To real resemblance tricks her airy show, 

Then sinks in nighf s dull arms, and is no more !' 
' Ah ! fool,' said she, ' though now to fancy's sight 

The violet pale, the blushing red decays. 
Though now no fainted cloud reflects the light, 

Nor drops prismatic break the falling rays. 
Yet still the colours live, though none appear, 
Glow in the darting beam that gilds yon crystal 
sphere. 

* llien let not Fancy with her vagrant blaze 

Mislead in trackless paths of wild deceit; 
On Reason's steady lamp still ardent gaze ; 

Led by her sober light to Truth's retreat. 
Though wondering Ignorance sees each form decay, 

The breathless bird, bare trunk, and shrivel'd 
New forms successive catch the vital ray, [flower ; 

Sing their wild notes, or smile the' allotted hour ; 

And search creation's ample circuit round, [found. 

Though modes of being change, all life's immortal 

* A rainbow formed by theraysof themoonatnifht: anob- 
ject often visible, tboagh firom its langaid coloon not oftea 
observable. 
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See the slow reptile groveling o'er the green, 

That trails through slimy paths its cumbrous load. 
Start in new beauty from the lowly scene, 

And wing with fluttering pride the ethereal road ; 
Burst their shell prisons see the feather'd kind, 

Where in dark dura|ice pent awhile they lie, 
Dispread their painted plumage to the wind. 

Brush the brisk air, swift shooting through the 
sky, 
Hail with their choral hymns the new-bom day. 
Distend their joy-swoln breasts, and carol the 
sweet lay. 

See man, tiirough varied periods fix'd by fate, 

Ascend perfection's scale by slow degree ; 
The plantlike foetus quit its senseless state. 

And helpless hang sweet-smiling on the knee $ 
Soon outward objects steal into the brain. 

Next prattling childhood lisps with mimic air, 
TheA memory links her fleet ideal train. 

And sober reason rises to compare ; 
The full grown breast some manly passion warms; 
It pants for glory's meed, or beats to love's alarms : 

Then say, since Nature's high behest appears, 

That living forms should change of being prove, 
In which new joy the novel scene endears. 

New objects rise to please, new wings to move ; 
Since man, too, taught by sage experience, knows 

His frame revolving treads life's varying stage, 
That the man-plant first vegetating grows. 

Then sense directs, then reason rules in age ; 
Say is it strange, should death's all-dreaded hour 
Waft to some unknown scenes, or wake some un** 
tried power ? 
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The wise Creator wrapp'd in fleshy veil 

Hie ray divine, the pore ethereal mate ; 
Though worn by age the brittle fabric fail. 

The smiling soul survives the frowns of fate : 
Each circling year, each quick revolving day 

Touches with mouldering; tooth thy flitting firame, 
With furtive slight repairs the' xmseen decay; 

For ever changing, yet in change the same ; 
Oft hast thou dropp'd unhurt thy mortal part, 
Dare the grim terror then, nor dread his guilttess 
dart. 

The twinkling eye, whose various humour drown'd, 

Takes in soft nest the inverted form behind. 
The listening ears that catch the waving sound, 

Are but mere organs of the feeling mind : 
External matter thus can lend its aid. 

And distant shapes with foreign power supply ; 
Thus the long tube by Galileo made 

Brings home the wonders of the i>eopled sky : 
The power percipient then feels no decay, 
lliough blind the tube, and darkness blot the 
visual ray. 

When lock'd in short suspense by sleep's soft power 

In temporary death the senses lie. 
When solemn silence reigns at midnight hour, 

Deaf the dull ear, and closed the curtain'd eye ; 
Objects of sense, each conscious sense asleep. 

With lively image strike the wakeful soul, 
Some frowning rock that threats the foaming deep. 

Or wood-hung vale, where streams meandering 
roll, 
Some long lost friend's returning voice you hear. 
Clasp the life-pictured shade, and drop- the pleas- 
ing tear. 
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Each outward organ, as ideas rise, 

Gives easy entrance to the motley train ; 
Reflection calm, with retrospectiye eyes 

Surveys her treasures in the formful brain; 
Though Death relentless shed his baleful dew, 

In Lethe dip each form-conveying power, 
Unhurt Reflection may her themes pursue. 

Smile at the ruin, safe amidst her store ; 
Without one sense's aid in life's low vale, 
Fancy can furnish joys, and reason lift her scale : 

Thus the lone lover in the pensive shade 

In day-dreams rapt of soft ecstatic bliss. 
Pursues in thought the visionary maid, 

Feasts on the fancied smile and favour'd kiss : 
Thus the young poet at the close of day, 

Led by the magic of some fairy song. 
Through the dun umbrage vnnds his heedless way. 

Nor hears the babbling brook that brawls along : 
Thus deathless Newton, deaf to nature's cries. 
Would measure time and space, and travel round 
the skies. 

When just expiring hangs life's trembling light, . 

And fell disease strikes deep the deadly dart. 
Reason and memory bum vnth. ardour bright, .. 

And generous passions warm the throbbing heart; 
Oft will the vigorous soul in life's last stage 

With keenest relish taste pure mental joys : 
Since the fierce efforts of distemper's rage 

Nor bates her vigour, nor her power destroys, 
Say, shall her lustre death itself impair ? 
When in high noon she rides, then sets in dark 
despair ? 

VOL. I. D D V 
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Though through the heart no purple tide should 
flow, 

No quiyering nerve should vibrate to t^ brain, 
The mental powers no mean dependanoe know; 

Thought may survive and each fair passion reign : 
As when Lucina enda the pangfnl strife, [flame, 

lifts her young babe, and lights her lambent 
Some powers new->waking hail the dawning life. 

Some unsuspended live, unchanged, the same ; 
So from our dust fresh faculties may bloom, [tomb. 
Some posthumous survive, and triumph o'er the 

This fibrous frame, by nature's kindly law, 

Which gives each joy to keen sensation here,. 
O'er purer scenes of bliss the veil may draw. 

And cloud reflection's more exalted sphere ; 
When death's cold hand vnth all dissolving power 

Shall the close tie with friendly stroke unbind, 
Alike our mortal as our natal hour 

May to new being raise the waking mind : 
On death's new genial day the soul may rise. 
Bom to some higher life and hail some brighter 
skies. 

The moss-grown tree, that shrinks with rolling 
years. 
The drooping flowers that die so soon away, 
Let not thy heart alarm with boding fears. 
Nor thy own ruin date from tiieir decay : 
The blushing rose that breathes the balmy dew. 

No pleasing transports of perception knows. 
The reverend oak that circling springs renew. 

Thinks not, nor by long age experienced grows ; 
Thy fate and theirs coufeaa tlo kindred tie, 
Though their frail forms mo!} iaAft,^b«SSL^«soafc «sA 
reason die ? 
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Nor let life's ills, that in dire circle rage, [sighs ; 

Steal from thy heaying breast those laboured 
These, the kind tutors of thy infant age, 

Train the young pupil for the future skies : 
Unschool'd in early prime, in riper years 

Wretched and scom'd still struts the bearded 
The tingling rod, bedew'd with briny tears, [boy; 

Shoots forth in graceful fruits of manly joy : 
The painful cares that vex the toilsome spring 
Shall plenteous crops of bliss in life's last harvest 
bring/ 

She ceased, and vanished into sightless wind— 

O'er my torn breast alternate passions sway. 
Now Doubt desponding damps the wavering mind, 

Now Hope reviving sheds her cheerful ray. 
Soon from the skies in heavenly white array'dy 

Fai^ to my sight reveal'd, fair cherub ! stood ; 
With ^fe replete the volume she displajr'dy 

Seal'd with the ruddy stains of crimson blood ; 
Each fear now starts away, as spectres fly [sky. 
When the sun's orient beam first gilds the purple 

Meanwhile the faithful herald of the day, 

The village cock, crows loud with trumpet shrill, 
The warbling lark soars high, and morning gray 

Lifts her glad forehead o'er the cloud-wrapt hill : 
Nature's wild music fills the vocal vale ; 

The bleating fiockB that bite the dewy ground, 
The lowing herds that graze the woodland dale. 

And cavem'd echo swell the cheerful sound ; 
Homeward I bend with clear unclouded mind. 
Mil with the busy world, andleav^ e^js^^^xfe^^^- 
hind, vi&BPiss9^* 
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THE COTTER'S SATURDAY NIGHT. 

INSCRIBED TO R. A****, ESQ. 



Let not ambition mock their aiefnl toll, 
Their homely joys, and desdny obscare; 

Kor grandeor near, with a disdainfal smiie. 
The thort but simple annals of the poor. Grag, 



My loved, my bonour'd, much respected friend ! 

No mercenary bard his homage pays ; 
With honest pride I scorn each selfish end ; 

My dearest meed, a friend's esteem and praise : 
To you I sing, in simple Scottish lays. 

The lowly train in life's sequestered scene ; 
The native feelings strong, the guileless ways ; 

What A**** in a cottage would have been ; 
Ah ! tho' his worth unknown, far happier there, I 
ween, 

November chill blaws loud wi' angry sugh ; 

The shortening winter-day is near a close ; 
The miry beasts retreating frae the pleugh ; 

The blackening trains o' craws to their repose ; 
The toil-worn Cotter frae his labour goes, 

This night his weekly moil is at an end. 
Collects his spades, his mattocks, and his hoes, 

Hoping the mom in ease and rest to spend, 
And weary, o'er the moor, his course does han^- 
ward bend. 

At length his lonely cot appears in. view. 
Beneath the shelter of an aged tree ; 

The' expectant wee-things, toddlin, stacher thro' 
To meet their Dad, wi' flichterin noise an' glee. 
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His wee bit ingle, blinkin bonnily, 

His clean hearth-stane, his thriftie wifie's smile^ 
The lisping infant prattling on his knee, 

Does a' his weary carking cares beguile, 
An' maks him quite forget his labour an' his toil. 

Belyye, the elder bairns come drapping in, 

At service out, amang the farmers roun' ; 
Some ca' the pleugh, some herd, some tentie rin 

A cannie errand to a neebor town : 
Their eldest hope, their Jenny, woman grown. 

In youthfu' bloom, love sparkling in her ee. 
Comes hame, perhaps, to shew a braw new gown, 

Or deposit her sair-won penny-fee. 
To help her parents dpar, if they in hardship be. 

Wi' joy unfeign'd brothers and sisters meet. 

An' each for other's welfare kindly spiers : 
The social hours, swift wing'd, unnoticed fleet; 

Each tells the uncos that he sees or hears ; 
The parents, partial, eye their hopeful years ; 

Anticipation forward points the view. 
The mother, wi' her needle an' her sheers. 

Gars auld claes look amaist as weel's the new; 
The father mixes a' wi' admonition due. 

Their master's an' their mistress's command. 

The younkers a' are warned to obey ; 
' An' mind their labours wi' an eydent hand. 

An' ne'er, tho' out o' sight, to jauk or play : 
An' oh ! be sure to fear the Lord alway ! 

An' mind your duty, duly, mom an' night. 
Lest in temptation's path ye gang astray. 

Implore his counsel and assisting might: 
They never sought in vain that sought the Lord 
aright!' 
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But hark ! a rap comes gently to the door ; 

Jenny, wha kens the meaning o' the samey 
Tells how a neebor lad cam o'er the moor. 

To do some errands, and conroy her hame. 
The wily mother sees the conscious flame 

Sparkle in Jenny's ee, and flush her cheek; 
Wi' heart-struck anxious care, inquires his name, 

While Jenny hafllins is afraid to speak ; 
Weel pleased the mother hears, if s nae wild, 
worthless rake. 

Wi' kindly welcome Jenny brings him ben ; 

A strappan youth; he taks the mother's eye; 
Blythe Jenny sees the visit's no ill ta'en ; 

The father cracks of horses, pleughs, and kye. 
The youngster's artless heart o'erflows wi' joy, 

But Mate and laithfii', scarce can weel behaye ; 
The mother, wi' a woman's wiles, can spy 

What maiui the youth sae bashfu' an' sae gniTe ; 
Weel pleased to think her bairn's respected like 
the laye. 

O happy lore ! where love like this is found I 

O heart-felt raptures ! bliss beyond compare ! 
I've paced much this weary mortal round. 

And sage experience bids me this declare — 
'^ If Heaven a draught of heavenly pleasure spare, 

One cordial in this melancholy vale, 
Tis when a youthful, loving, modest pair, 

In others arms breathe out the tender tale, 
Beneath the milk-white thorn that scents the 
evening gale. 

Is there, in human form, that bears a heart — 
A wretch! a villain! lost to love and truth! 
That can, with studied, bVj, eTiw«rai% «s\.. 
Betray sweet Jenny's unsas^w^0B%iw»3^'^ 
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Curse on his perjured arts ! dissembling smooth ! 

Are honour, virtue, conscience, all exiled? ~ 
Is there no pity, no relenting ruth. 

Points to the parents fondling o'er their child ? 
Then paints the ruin'd maid, and their distraction 
wild? 

But now the supper crowns their simple board, 

The halesome parritch, chief o^ Scotia's food : 
The soupe their only Hawkie does afford. 

That 'yont the hallan snugly chows her cood : 
The dame brings forth in complimental mood. 

To grace the lad, her weel-hain'd kebbuck, fell, 
An' aft he's prest, an' aft he ca's it guid ; 

The frugal wifie, garrulous, will tell [beU. 
How 'twas a towmond auld, sin' lint was i' the 

The cheerfu' supper done, wi' serious face. 

They, round the ingle, form a circle wide ; 
The sire turns o*er, wi' patriarchal grace. 

The big ha'-Bible, ance his father's pride : 
His bonnet reverently is laid a^ide. 

His lyart haffets wearing thin an' bare ; 
Those strains that once did sweet in Zion glide, 

He wales a portion with judicious care ; 
And 'Letus worship God !' he says, with solemn air. 

They chant their artless notes in simple guise ; 

They tune their hearts, by far the noblest aim : 
Perhaps Dundee's wild warbling measures rise, 

Or plaintive Mart3rrs', worthy of the name : 
Or noble Elgin beets the heavenward flame. 

The sweetest far of Scotia's holy lays : 
Compared with these, Italian tbiWYft ox^ \ss&&\ 

The tickled ekn no heart-felt T«^toa«& t«m»\ 
Nae unison bae they with otit CTft«tt»t % V^«*»* i| 
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The priestlike fiither reads the sacred page. 

How Abram was the friend of God on hi{^ ; 
Or Moses bade eternal warfeure wage 

With Amalek's ungracioiis progeny ; 
Or how the royal bard did groaning lie 

Beneath the stroke of Heaven's avenging ire ; 
Or Job's pathetic plaint, and wailing cry; 

Or rapt Isaiah's wild seraphic fire ; 
Or other holy seers that tone the sacred lyre. 

Pertiaps the Christian volume is the theme. 

How guiltless blood for guilty man was shed; 
How He, who bore in heaven the second name. 

Had not on earth whereon to lay his head : 
How his first followers and servants sped : 

The precepts sage they wrote to many a land : 
How He, who lone in Patmos lianished, 

Saw in the sun a mighty angel stand ; . 
And heard great Babylon's doom pronounced by 
Heaven's conmiand. 

Then kneeling down, to Heaven's Eternal King, 

The saint, the lather, and the husband prays : 
Hope ' springs exulting on triumphant wing *,' 

That thus they all shall meet in future days : 
There ever bask in uncreated rays. 

No more to sigh, or shed the bitter tear, 
Together hymning their Creator's praise, 

In such society, yet still more dear ; [sphere. 
While circling time moves round in an eternal 

Compared with this, how poor Religion's pride, 

In all the pomp of method, and of art. 
When men display to congregations wide 
2)evotion's every gi^^^) cwie:^\^^\!kftwsN.\ 
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The Power, incensed, the pageant will desert, 
The pompous strain, the. sacerdotal stole ; 

But haply, in some cottage far apart, 

May hear, well pleased, the language of the soul ; 

And in his book of life the inmates poor enrol. 

Then homeward all take oflf their several way ; 

The youngling cottagers retire to rest i * 

The parent-pair their secret homage pay. 

And proffer up to Heaven the warm request-— 
That He who stills the raven's clamorous nest. 

And decks the lily fair in flowery pride, 
Would, in the way his wisdom sees the best, 

For them and for their little ones provide ; 
But chiefly ,in their hearts with grace divine preside. 

From scenes like these old Scotia*s grandeur 
springs, 

That makes her loved at home, revered abroad : 
Princes and lords are but the breath of kings, 

*■ An honest man's the noblest work of God :' 
And certes, in fair virtue's heavenly road. 

The cottage leaves the palace far behind ; 
What is a lordling's pomp ? a cumbrous load, 

Disguising oft the vn*etch of human kind. 
Studied in arts of hell, in wickedness refined ! 

O Scotia ! my dear, my native soil ! 

For whom my warmest wish to Heaven is sent! 
Long may thy hardy sons of rustic toil [tent ! 

Be blest with health and peace and sweet con- 
And, Oh! may Heaven their simple lives prevent 

From luxury's contagion, weak and vile ! 
Tfa^n, howe'er crowns and coronets be rent, 

A virtuous populace may rise Wie ""viV^^)^^^^ 
And stand a wall of Are around tkevt xDraiOi^VsNi^^ 

VOL. I, ^ ^ 



206 ELEGANT EXTRACTS. PART U. 

O Thou ! who pOQr'd the patriotic tide 

That stream'd thro' Wallace's undaunted heart! 
Who dared so nobly stem tyrannic pride, 

Or nobly die, the second glorious part, 
(The patriot's God peculiarly thou art, 

His friend, inspirer, guardian, and reward !) 
O never, never Scotia's realm desert : 

But still the patriot, and the patriot-bard. 
In bright succession raise, her ornament and g^oard ! 

BURnre. 
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THE VILLAGE SUNDAY. iJ-fO^f 

Festas in pratis vacat otioso V^lvi^'' 

Cam bove pAgns. JJiwv^'^eS**-*'^ 

The leisare village, jocund in the lleldt. 
Keeps holiday, together with the ate«r« 
Looaen'd from tou. Imit, 

There is a^ sabbath for the man of cares : 
Then wail not, thou whom daily toils oppress ! 
There is a resting-place for him who fares 
Upon the rugged road to happiness ! 
Scorn, if ye will, ye sons of carelessness. 
Who eat your bread with worldly plenty's learen, 
This day, the poor man's joy — ^your heaviness; 
To shun its thoughtful calm, by uproar driven. 
Your ways bespeak, I ween, ill neighbouriiood 
vrith Heaven! 

Scorn, if ye will ! though never mote ye feel 
That scorn retum'd into each thoughtless breast, 
'Whene*eT that Searcher of the tieaxt shall steal 
Into itB chambers, yf\sxt% xs^^^^% "k^s^ 
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Each virtue lulls, and Vice her painted crest 
Nods o'er the couch — Yet, if I rtead aright, 
That heavenly watchman will pursue his quest 
With his lamp-burning spirit, 'till the night 
Of evil, ye have loved, stand trembling in its light? 

O, could ye learn to love the simple joys, 
Simple, but pure, which I have chanced to find, 
As wandering, I have fled the city's noise 
To quiet fields, there most to dwell inclined 
Among the swainlike folks and shepherd kind : 
There hath the world's most ancient holiday 
Oft led my footsteps mid their cots to wind ; 
And there, the muse, framing her rustic lay 
To oaten pipe, thus rudely did of late essay. 

The Sabbath's dawn, bright peering on the skies. 
From orient hills, the gladsome peasant sees ; 
Who deems it time from sleepy couch to rise, 
Waked by the carols in his cottage trees. 
And certes much his rising thoughts must please, 
That, after all his weekly hard turmoil, 
This motn will bring another day of ease ; [toil, 
Bless'd day ! which Heaven itself has fteed from 
And hallow'd into restfor him who delves the soil. 

Right gleeful wight, the welcome mom he hailn, 
In which no sound of busy din he hears ; 
No echoing bam resounds the thumping flails ; 
No labouring team across the plain appears ; 
Ne voice of early hind salutes his ears : 
Nought, save the bell, which from yon ivied tower 
(That scant its humble time-worn summit rears 
O'er many an elm, which doea it&'wiWA «isiws<vf «^c^^ 
JBids village swauu prepare to meelttX «enDi9D^>&S!SQ^' 
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Soon all appear, in Sunday's trim bedight. 
In seely hat, with buckle and with band ; 
The clean round frock, all dazzling, snowy white, 
And shoen, all nicely kept by careful hand 
Of thrifty dame, who well does understand. 
And mouchel lores economy in all ; 
And wonts them ever bear this strict command 
In mind, lest foul mishap their clothes be£Edl, 
To keep their decent plight, ne use them iU at alL 

The lasses too, full trimly dight, I ween. 
In straw-wove hat, with ribbons passing gay. 
In flower'd gowns and figured kerchiefs clean. 
Their morning meal fordone, themselves array. 
And take, at call of bell, to church their way ; 
(Their bosoms deck'd with many a nosegay sweet,) 
With sires and dames, whose eld mote cause delay { 
Yet, at the poreh, nath'less their pastor meet. 
Whom many a lifted hat and comely curtsie gre^ 

Eftsoones they entrance make, with reverence due^ 
Befitting those in solemn worship found : 
Each takes his wonted place in oaken pew. 
And makes response, while all the walls resound. 
Then finds that text the preacher shall expound ; 
Who haply teaches each attentive breast 
How all to keep the Sabbath Day are bound. 
And reads them how it aye was deemed best 
To make this day a day of worship and of rest. 

Ah me ! that such there be, whose pride disdains 
(When these some metred psalm do use to sing), 
The artless measure of the' imletter'd swains. 
Who, chanting praises to the* Eternal King, 
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AlP they no fine harmonious numbers bring ; 
Nath'less, I ween, in Heaven's impartial sight^ 
Are sweet as loftiest changes art can ring ; 
Since these, through nature, undisguised quite, 
Speak with a soul devout, that weens to speak 
aright. 

And sooth to say, the lowly peasant finds 
In practised piety a covert bower. 
For shelter from neglect's cold frequent winds. 
And from the surquedry of passing stower. 
And in the sunshine of his happiest hour, 
(lake happy hours, O ! many him betide,) 
He loves to gaze upon this fadeless flower, 
E'en then more dear to him than all beside. 
And wears it in his breast as rose that never died. 

Possessed of this, he learns how false the fear 
Of man, in him who builds on things above ; 
Heeds not the sceptic's doubts, nor feels the sneer 
Of infidelity his faith remove : 
EUm, hope shall centre in Eternal Love, 
Nor shall the vapid ore, opinion^s mine 
Yields to the worldling, aught of this disprove ; 
For never will that swain his peace resign 
For phantasies of vice, or folly's mad design. 

Soon as the wonted time of service o'er. 
Homeward with sober step and talk they tread ; 
Where the good dame well skill'd in housewife lolfe, 
Full daintily the whiten'd cloth has spread, 
And all in order meet the table laid; 
Where soon is pight the savoury pudding rare, 
And tempting rashers, streak'd with glowing red : 
The which, while all the rustic household share^ 
Some praise the sermon paBt,a]idaUl&i<&'^«imM 
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Nor let the proudly rich and gorgeous great 
Despise these humble peasants' -unbought store; 
Who, though they feast not in luxurious state, 
Ne taste the dainties of a foreign shore, 
Yet have enough, ne do they care for more ; 
For in their cot does fair Contentment rest. 
Who flies Intemperance and her wild uproar, 
To wonne within some little poor man's nest, 
Far o'er the gold- wrought court of knightly gran- 
deur bless*d. 

How sweet to see them check the happy smile, 
That oft will o*er their honest featui'es fly. 
When (as he ever wont) the sire awhile 
Implores a blessing on them, from on high ; 
Not with a tongue which doth the heart belie : 
For oft, I wis, upon the simplest heart 
Does kind Religion, from her sacred eye. 
Beam purest rays, ne brighter can impart [of art 
To those with learning fraught, and choicest thewte 

Their wholesome meal dispatched, and clear'd with 



care. 



The frothing jug is spied, full pleasing sight! 
Then seated at his ease, in elbow chair. 
The sire his smoking tube begins to light. 
With fragrant herb supplied, tobacco hight ; 
Which, when as Winter scowl'd upon the plain. 
He used to quaff* beside his hearth so bright. 
While ranged around him smiled his elfin train, 
Whose tattlings then have pleased, and please him 
yet again. 

Now (since with summer scenes the muse begun) 
'Neath the wide elm, that«)iad<&s his cottage o'er, 
Behold bha placsed, well die\\iet«A.ixwa.^aafc «Qak^ 
^j£fibair, which, wbiloia ImA \aft iafl^etX^ft^i 
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And eke his grandsire old had used before: 
There welcome neighbours meet, in chat to pass 
A social hour, — commend their garden's stoi^e, 
Talk of the plough, of grain, of sunmier grass, 
Or who for active skill in husbandry surpass. 

Or heed the dame, with Bible on her knee, 
And spectacles from paper case 'y took, • 
Withouten which she mote not algates see 
To read some story from that sacred book : 
^ As how Elijah, hid by Cherith's brook. 
Received from ravens daily meat and bread ; 
Nor was in time of greatest drought forsook^ 
When to Zarephath's dame that prophet sped. 
And from her wasteless cruise and growing meal 
was fed. 

Or how young David did Goliath slay ; 
That giaunt marvellous for strength and height; 
Who, when he list his pourtance fierce display. 
Full sorely Israel's armies 'gan affright, 
Ne dared their champions prove the' unequal fight. 
Yet was this shepherd stripling vnlling found, 
Nor aught adred for all that paynim's might, 
With shepherd's arms, a sling and stone, did wound 
And him attonce o'erthrew, in that self-vaunting 
stound. 

These and the like, inscribed in sacred writ. 
She culls thereout, to read them — ^how, of old, 
The men of God their fiercest foemen smit; 
As of the captive Israelites we're told. 
Whom Pharoah long had pent in grevious hold ; 
Whence Moses led them out, with holy hand: 
And how the partmg waters did \rgYi<(A!^ 
Their resiant waves, so they mote %q5!I^ tXasL^^ 
Andpaaaen through uixwet, aa on I8afe ^nfts^^aso^^ 
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And how the pride of Bashan's king they fell'd. 
And Sihon, eke, the Amoritish prince. 
And all their fone, — so Heaven their might upheld. 
In their great deeds its puissance to evince; 
With miracles, .which caused the durest flints 
To gush forth waters in a limpid stream, 
And oi^er wonders there preserved since ; 
Full many more than here it would beseem 
The Muse to write, sith there to read them best I 
deem. 

Yet may I not withouten blame forbear 
Of Judah's glorious bridal day to sing. 
When angel triumphs fill'd the' exulting air. 
What time on earth that mighty Saviour king 
Came down, and did Salvation with him bring. 
This heavenly story reads, the' admiring dame, 
Her soul upborne on love's ecstatic wing, 
And on those faytours vile cries cursed shame. 
Who scoff 'd the Son of God, and sore blasphemed 
his name. 

But how indignant rise her feelings keen, 
When, on the cross our bless'd Immanuel nail'd. 
The world's stupendous sacrifice was seen! 
Death's victim He, whom ministering seraphs hail'd 
Their Prince. — Yet nought Death's iron doors 

avail'd : 
He brake them, in His own eternal might. 
The adamantine rocks of Tophet scaled, 
And soar'd aloft to heaven's supremest height. 
His Father's holy throne, and palaces of light. 

But long to rest beneath this public shade, 
The youthful swam, whose bosom dwells on love, 
. ^Note much enjoy : — \ie fiaida V»a I-ks WKnXfc \fiaa.^> 
And wends with her to sc«ikV3kift\«^^ «twji. 
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Where beech-hung walks inyite the feet to roye ; 
Insuring by their silent far retreat 
An hour apart, their mutual, flame to' improTe, 
"^ith converse such as love alone can mete; 
Ne fits it here such talk to every ear repeat. ' 

Whether the rustic's love be so complete 
As his on whom a higher lot is fell? 
Though education much refine the sweet. 
If more it fixes it, I weet not well ; 
But this I weet, and this can algates tell, 
The rustic's humble flame is far more bright 
Than theirs who, led by riches, buy and sell 
That goodly tie of fair connubial rite, 
For sake of loveless gold, wluch blinds their 
dazed sight. 

For 'tis not gold can strengthen virtuous love, 
Ne is it thence can happiness accrue ; 
That noble passion soars all else above, 
Save the firm basis of allegiaunce true ; 
Mammon has nought with Cupid's band to do ; 
And ever when he does his glare display. 
Tempting the heart to thither turn its view. 
From what it best should love, O! weal away! 
I deem that wretched wight mistaketh night for 
day. 

Not so the guileless swain, who only loves 
His maid, because she chiefest charms his sight; 
Content and happy, when her heart approves 
His proffer'd love, and makes return aright ; 
Nought else has she his service to delight.^ 
No rich possessions, nor a poiideto\\»\iva«^\ 
Bat, void oftkeae^ in native wotVhii^ ^\^^.^ 
VOL. I. Y ir 
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Theatf iduch.of wedded pair oft prove the dune, 
And stir up strife, than which, 'twixt snch^ is no- 
thing worse. 

But now is time the saocers blue to range 

On oaken table, and the cups beside; 

Which tempt the sire his pungent fumes to change 

For sipping milder tea, the gossip's pride. 

Which had whylear the rich alone supplied ; 

Nath'more so still, for now its taste benign 

Full dearly is to village dames allied. 

Who would to miss its grateful streams repine, 

Much as the bard, if forced Castalia's fount resign. 

And now Dan Phopbus han unyoked his team, 
And blushing back to Thetis 'gins descend ; 
The smiling fields reflect his tingent beam, 
Inviting forth the lover and the friend : 
Grave matrons too and groups of children blende— 
While mazy feet thus lead the younker train, 
The old and stay'd apart their steps do bend. 
Looking along how fares the blooming grain, 
Bless the all-ripening sun, or augur coming rain. 

Then passing homewards, as the shadows fall 
From Nighfs dim curtain, and the silent dew 
Empearls the turf with drops of moisture small, . 
They seek their cots, which, soon again they view. 
Just tinged with crimson's last deca3ring hue ; 
Which reach'd, full many a farewell wish is made, 
And parting whisper Trom the lover true ; 
Who steals perchance a kiss, no whit afraid 
To give oflTence, or kavetkalfn^Qdi^ pledge gaia- 
said. 
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Then all aaeembled round their homely board. 
The Evening's temperate meal together share ; 
The Sabbath sapper haply may afford 
Some greater dainty than their common fare ; 
But, ever when 'tis o'er^ they all prepare 
To bend their knees in seemly order round 
Their thankful sire, who ends the day in prayer 
To Him whose goodness through that day they're 
found, [aboimd. 

And begs this night, and aye, his grace may so 

Hail ! tranquil eve of undisturbed day ; 
How pure the joys that, floating on thy beams, 
Bid their mild radiance on the bosom play, 
Rousing the soul from earth's delusive dreams,-^ 
To seek the fruitful banks of Zion's streams ; 
There drink instruction, and imbibe the word 
Of Wisdom, such as best the mind beseems. 
O ! may the swains for ever thus accord 
In worship to enshrine the Sabbath of the Lordl 

Now wishing each to each a night of rest, 

They to their humble bed attonce retire, 

With peace of mind, and health of body blest'd ; 

More worth than all that pomp which some desiro'; • 

More worth than fame, which wreathes the poel^B * 

lyre; 
More wortii than that the warrior toils to gain, 
'Mid strifefiil scenes of blood and wratiiful fire; 
More worth than is with victor kings to reign ; 
Is this advauncement high which crowns the sim- 
ple swain. 

All who possess a diamond so rare 
Are truly, rich, nor other richea neeOL^ 
The guerdon this which Virtae \i%a \o -^eiw^ 
To mark her dignity and lofty fsMMi-, 
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E'^n w)ieii diflcoTer'd clad in peasant's weed : 
But not confined to humble life, I ween^ 
Is this, of all her sons the happy meed ; 
Some few of lordly tire with her are seen, 
Albe, 'mong these, full sorely misemprized she 
been. 

Now grant attendance on my lay awhile. 
Ye who the shepherds of the sheepfold stand-; 
Right fain I would that Heaven upon you smile^ 
And cause you right to lead the simple band ; 
Nor, when the salvage spoilers be at hand. 
Forsake your tender charge, like hireling base ; 
But stoutiy 'gainst each bear and lion stand, 
As did that shepherd lad of Jesse's race 
Who (Salem's royal courts vnth. kingly praise did 
grace. 

So mote ye teach the swains to love the Lord, 
By showing Wisdom in her pleasant ways. 
And how her paths do truest peace afford. 
Far other than the world's deceitful maze. 
Gilt with false splendour of vain Fancy's rays. 
So mote that heavenly light to you descend, 
Which brightens, with its soul-refreshing blaze, 
All willing minds, to you its fulness lend. 
Till your long toil in Heaven's eternal Sabbath end. 

E. W. 

. Aiton, Hants, 
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A 

REFLECTION ON SUNDAY MORNING. 

It is the Sabbath mom : The landscape smiles 
Calm in the sun ; and silent are the hills 
And valleys and the blue serene of air. 
The sea scarce treipbles to the rippling gale^ 
Bright in tranquillity. The vanished lark 
Breaks faint the silence, and disturbs it not. 

Oh, native isle beloved ! by rounding waves 
Bosom'd remote, and hallow'd from the world 1 
What, needs the dimly purpled light that glows 
Through imaged glass, or what the measured chant 
Of monkish strains to the deep organ's peal, 
To rouse devotion? when thy clifts resound 
The wave's mild murmur, and thy thickets green 
Ring with the song of birds? when flowers in d^w 
Exhale their fragrance, and the sense is cheer'd 
By air and sunshine ? While fanatic groans. 
Breathed from a gloomy spirit, rise to Him 
Who spread this verdure o'er the fields, who bade 
These violets spring, and lighted up the sun, 
Be mine with silence of the heart to praise 
His mercies, and adore his name of love. 

Hail, scene of beauty ! scene of Sabbath calm ! 
Thou greenest earth! thou blue and boundless 
Thou sea, reposing like a stiily lake ! [heaven ! 
Hail, ye that blend your silence with the soul ! 

Around, the unimaginable God 
Moves visible to faith : but unconfused 
With these the works and wonders of his hand i 
These intercept his presence ; not t«.^e^\ 
He sojourns not in clouds, noi \B Vk<^ Vi'^V- 
His essence ; jningled witk tkie G«»EBan»HXis^^s^ 
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Of elements, as ancient sages dreamed ; 

Qod and his creatures one. Beyond the scope 

Of sense the incommnnicable mind 

]>welleth ; and they, who with corporeal eye 

Adoring nature's beauteous forms, discern 

Intelligence in colours and in shades ; 

In sunlight and the glimmer of the moon^ 

Who deem their worship holy, when they hear 

A God in empty winds, and in the sounds 

Of waters — they have boVd the' idolatrous knee 

Before Aiaterial atoms ! these are his 

But not him»e\f: suspended by his breath 

They are, and at his voice may cease to be. 

Away from us these mystic vanities, 

This heathen's wisdom, and this poef s creed : 

Away from us Ae morbid sympathy 

That blends itself with rocks and trees ; that stoops 

To fellowship vnth brutes; that finds a sou! 

In every bird that flits along the sky, 

A life in every leaf and every flower. 

Be thine Ae adoration; thine the praise 

And love and wonder, Thou, whose name is One ! 

And be thy Sabbat holy to thyself. 

ELTON. 



REFLECTIONS 

ON 

A SUNDAY MORNING'S WALK. 

On that bless'd day, when weekly labour ends, 
When Trade unchains her slaves, her whip soil- 
I left the stifled city's smoky bounds, [pends. 
Where Pity bleeds from never closing wounds; 
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Where Beauty, doom'd by Porerty to die, 
Bends o'er the hated task her languid eye ; 
Where Childhood, early victim to despair. 
In sad maturity of thoughtful care. 
All the long day inunured in dusky cells, 
Breathing disease, with pain and sorrow dwells. 
On such dark thoughts, with downward looks 

intent, 
Forth to the fields my wandering steps I bent; 
Pensive and slow I walk'd ; but now the gale, 
Brushing the hawthorn blossoms from the vale, 
Breathed sweet around and on my temples stray'd ; 
The landscape smiled, in purest green array'd ; 
Each insect, bird, and beast in gambols play'd. 
The general pleasure seized me as I stood, 
My thoughts, on evil fix'd, returned to good. 
I bless'd the' imseen hand that soothed my caie, 
And shed a healing balsam in the air ; 
That made each sympathetic joy we prove 
A spring of kindness, and a bond of love. 

Yet shall we say, that with impartial skill 
Nature has poised the scales of good and ill? 
Behold the man, whom hourly tumults leave 
No space for joy, and hardly time to grieve. 
In love with solitude, yet forced all day 
To elbow through the. crowd his breathless way; 
Still harassed with new cares from sun to sun, 
Fanc3r's fair dreams cut short ere well begun ; 
Despising lucre, yet for lucre's sake 
Condenm'd to labour till his fingers ache ; 
With slavish pen to drudge in ceaseless toil. 
And waste on sordid thoughts the midnight oil. 
Unhappier yet, in secret doom'd to feel 
The glow of shame, or blushing to reveal; 
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0£ moral pride to bow the lofty head, 

Oh! guilt inglorious! not for wealth, but bread; 

Obliged to dun, and fawn, and lie, eoad swear. 

And count an oath a trifle light as air ; 

To such a man, what boon has Nature giren. 

What recompense, to make the balance erenf 

Yet here, eren here is Nature's bounty shown ; 
The wrong is Fortune's, the redress her own. 
Full well she knew the baseness of mankind. 
What various woes assail the tender mind. 
That, like a wild-flower mid the ripening com. 
By peasant hands is rudely pbick'd and torn ; 
And formed the country with mysterious art 
One great asylum for the human heart. 
The suflferer, here released from city strife, 
Imbibes new patience for the ills of life ; 
Nobly erect beneath the frown of fate. 
He views the world with sorrow, not with hate ; 
And calmly weighing luxury with health, 
The pride of feeling with the pomp of wealth, 
Returns appeased, nor writhing calls again 
The power of dulness to protect from pain. 

Yet think, my friend, how vain were Nature's 
care. 
Her waving groves and blossom-scented air, ' 
Her fields with verdure green, or gay with flowers. 
Did not Religion make these blessings ours? 
What boots it to the wretch, who, sunk in mines 
Of central depth, in midnight darkness pines, 
That o'er his head the glancing sunbeams play. 
Or long remember'd moonlight's softer ray? 
Did no sweet interval of rest and peace, 
No stated breathing time and short release 
Break the sad dulness of this irksome scene, 
And cheer with hope the tedious time between, 
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Nature might give her embryos to the waveS, 
And leave the sleeping flowerets in their graves; 
No eye undimm'd with tears nor heart at ease, 
For rural grace and simple charms to please. 

Have you not seen a youth, whose liberal mind 
For brighter hopes and higher aims designed, 
Was snatch'd from science, by a hapless doom. 
To plod with Traffic in his dungeon gloom f 
Waked from the sullen lethargy of grief. 
That seeks entire despair, and spurns relief, 
Alarm'd he sees the wings of Dulness spread 
To wrap for ever his devoted head ; 
And dead to Hope, yet still alive to Shame, 
Befirauds of needful rest his weary frame. 
Struggling with sleep and whelming cares to save 
Some wrecks of knowledge from Oblivion's wave. 
In vain ! in vain ! no eflbrts can control 
The creeping torpor that subdues his souU 
As some lost mariner who strives to hail, 
Stretch'd on the billowy deep, a passing sail ; 
While swift before the wind the vessel flies. 
Unseen his signals, and unheard his cries ; 
And oft despairs, but still renews the strife. 
Upheld by buoyant hope and iove of life ; 
At length he sinks, no friendly succour near. 
The knell of death resounding in his ear-^ 
So sinks the mind with noblest ardour fraught. 
When labour presses down the spring of thought. 
Around his eouch no wonted visions smile ; 
Deep are the slumbers of the sons of toil. 
Imagination, that in happier days. 
Still as declining Reason veil'd his rays. 
Rose like the queen of heaven with brow serene. 
And threw a trembfing radiance o'er the scene, 

VOL. I. G G 
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No more shines forth amid the clouds of nighty 
Or sheds a broken melancholy light. 

Welcome then, Sunday ! to the wretched giren ; 
A boon to misery, most worthy Heaven ! 
A resting-place beside life's weary road, 
To ease the groaning pilgrim of his load; 
To raise his drooping head, surcharged widi years^ 
And give him time to wipe away his tears. 
JBy labour brutalized, the people then 
Start up, and reassume the sha|>e of men; 
To social bliss unlock the feeUhg heart, 
And for a time perforxn-fiTbuman part. 
The soul athirst foreknowledge takes her fill, 
And drinks from Learning's antique yase at wilL 
The banish'd worshipper at nature's shrine, 
Ag%ui admitted, views her face divine ; 
And hears her soothing, soft, maternal voice . 
Bid him go forth, and in her snule rejoice ; 
Glad he obeys, and wandering far and wide 
Follows some wooded stream's descending tide ; 
Or climbs where yon clear ridg^ summits rise, 
With sharp blue edge, along the northern skies, 
To some bold peak, superior and alone, 
To swiftest wing and wildest foot unknown ; 
Whence the strain'd eye with wonder stoops to trace 
The insect dwellings of the human race. 

ANONYMOUS. 



MORAL AND PRECBPnVE. 22S 

THE ONLY WISH. 

Fiat volontas taa? 



Vain resUess man ! who, with prei^umptaous eye, 

Wouldst into Heaven's eternal counsels pry ; 

Wonldst measure Wisdom with the line of sense, 

And reason arm against Omnipotence ! 

Inquiring worm ! pursue the pathless road, 

And try by searching to arrive at God : 

For ages on bevdlder'd mayst thou run. 

Nor leave the point where first thy quest begun : 

As well the clay might, in the potter's hand. 

The reason of its various form demand 

As thou presume to cavil his decree 

Who gave thee first to move and think and see I 

He still the same, exalted and sublime. 
Nor bound by spiace, nor limited by time. 

O'er all commands : ^with life informs the whole : 

Gives different suns to shine, and worlds to roll ! 
Obedient still, and mindful of their place, 
Through the immense their shining rings they trace. 
And with imited voice proclaim the force 
That spoke their birth and mark'd their steady 
course ! 

Thee, great onmiscient omnispective Power ! 
Thee first and last, thee only I adore ! 
Let others, vainly curious in the schools, 
Judge of tiieir maker ; — ^by their narrow wl^% 
Thy essence and thy attributes de%!iie\ 
To Jove, to Berve, €6 wotship t\iee"\»'OM»kfe^ 
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Thy laws to follow, and thy yoice to hear, 
And with submissiye awe tiiy ways revere ! 
Dispose then, Lord, of this devoted frame. 
The creature from ihj forming fiat came ! 
Pleased I obey ! — since^ best thou only knowst 
How to proportion^what thy hand bestows ; 
And let my wishes all conspire in one, 
' In earth, as heaven, thy will supreme be done !' 

BOYSE. . 



THE FOUR AGES OF HUMAN UFE, 

Life — the dear precarious boon [ 
Soon we lose — alas — ^how soon ! 
Fleeting vision— falsely gay, 
Grasp'd in vain, it fades away, 
Mixing with surrounding shades, 
Lovely vision ! how it fades ! 
L^ the Muse in Fancy's glass • 
Catch the phantoms as they pass ; 
See they rise ! a nymph behold, 
Careless, wanton, young, and bold, 
Mark her devious hasty pace, 
Antic dress and thoughtless face, 
Smiling cheeks and roving eyes. 
Causeless mirth and vain surprise. 
Tripping at her side, a boy 
Shares her wonder and her joy ; 
This is Folly, Childhood's guide, 
This is Childhood at her side ! 
What is he succeeding now. 
Myrtles blooming on his brow. 
Bright and bluBYung && \ke i&»nv^ 
Not on earth a motta\)ttow\ 
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Shafts to pierce the strong 1 view, 
Wings the flying to pursue ; 
Victim of his power, behind 
Stalks a slave of humankind. 
Whose disdain of all the free 
Speak his mind's captivity ; 
Love the tyrant — Youth the slave, 
Youth in vain is wise or brave. 
Love with conscious pride defies 
All the brave and all the wise ! 

Who art thou with anxious mien. 
Stealing o'er the shifting scene? 
Eyes with tedious vigils red. 
Sighs by doubts and wishes bred, 
Cautious step and glancing tear. 
Speak thy woes and sp^ak thy fear ; 
Arm in arm, what wretch is" he 
Like thyself who walks with thee t 
Like thy ovni, his fears and woes,^ 
All thy pangs his bosom knows. 
Well, too well, my boding breast 
Knows the names your looks suggest. 
Anxious, busy, restless pair ! 
Manhood link'd by Fate to Care. 
Wretched state ! and yet 'tis dear, 
Fancy, close the prospect here ! 
Close it, or recall the past, 
Spare my eyes — ^my heart the last ! 

Vain the wish ! the last appears, 
While I gaze it swims in tears ! 
Age — my future self-r-I trace, 
Moving slow, with feeble pace. 
Bending vnth disease and ca^e^) 
AU the iQ^d o£ life he^ beats, 




White hlB loek*--lili viMfs iMiB, 
Strength and Eaie and Hope are 
Dealb— 4he shadowy fona I knew. 
Death overtakes hin»—4lieadMlbet 
Swift tiiey Yaniah — miranliilrightl 
l^f ight snoceeda — iaperdona vight ; 
What theae dreadfU gkMMnis eoaoeal 
FwoisfB glass can ne^er refeall - 
When slutll Time the veil raaofe? 
When shall Light the soene improvef 
When shall Truth mj doabts dispelf 
Awful period! who can tell? 

DR. UAy 



BESIGNATION. 

O god! whose thunder shakes the shy. 
Whose eye this atom globe surveys. 

To thee, my only rock, I fly, 
Thy mercy in thy Justice praise. 

The mystic mazes of thy will, 
llie shadows of celestial light. 

Are past the power of human skill, — 
But what the' Eternal acts is right. 

O, teach me in the trying hour, 

When anguish swells the dewy tear. 

To still my sorrows, own thy power, 
Thy goodness lo¥e, thy justice fear. 

If in this bosom aught but thee 
Encroaching sought a boundless sway. 

Omniscience could the danger see, 
And mercy look lihe c«»aid vrv^ . 
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Then why, my soul, dost thon complainf 
Why drooping seek the dark recess? 

Shake off the melancholy chain. 
For Ck>d created all to bless. 

But ah ! my breast is human still ; 

The rising sigh, the falling tear, 
My languid vitals' feeble rill 

The sickness of my soul declare. 

Birt yet, with fortitude resigned, 
I'll thank the inflicter of the blow ; 

Forbid my sigh, compose my mind, 
Nor let the gush of misery flow* 

The gloomy mantle of the night. 
Which on my sinking spirit steals, 

Will vanish at the morning light. 

Which God, my East, my Sun reveals. 

CHATTERTON. 



ODE ON THE SHORTNESS OF LIFE. 

Mark that swift arrow ! how it cuts the air. 

How it outruns thy following eye ! 

Use all persuasions now, and try 
If thou canst call it back, or stay it there. 

That way it went ; but thou shalt find ' 

No tract is left behind. 
Fool ! 'tis thy life, and the fond archer thou. 

Of all the time thou'st shot away, 

I'll bid thee fetch but yesterday, 
And it shall be too hard a task to do. 

Besides repentance, what canst ^d. 

That it bdth left behind^ j 

I 
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Our life is carried with too strong a tide ; 

A doabtfal cloud our substance bears, 

And is the horse of all our years. 
£ach day doth on a winged whirlwind ride. 

We and our glass run out, and must 

Both render up our dust. 
But his past life who without grief can see ; 

Who neyer thinks his end too near, 

But says to Fame, ' Thou art mine heir ;' 
That man extends life's natural brevity — 

This is, this is the only way 

To outlive Nestor in a day. 

COWLET. 



THE SEVEN FOUNTAINS. 
ISln CEastent laHUgors* 

1767. 

Beck'd with fresh garlands, like a rural bride. 
And with the crimson streamer's waving pride, 
A wanton bark was floating o'er the main ; 
And seem'd with scorn ta view the azure plain : 
Smooth were the waves; and scarce a whispering 

gale 
Fann'd with his gentle plumes the silken sail. 
High on the bumish'd deck a gilded throne 
With orient pearls and beaming diamonds shone ; 
On which reclined a youth of graceful mien, 
His sandals purple, and his mantle green; 
His locks in ringlets o'er Ms shoulders roll'd, 
And on his cheek appear'd the downy gold^ 
Around him stood a tcsan oi %m\m% boys^ 
'Sporting with idle clieet Mi^tmcdSD&sXXspa^^ 
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Ten comely striplings *, girt with spangled wings. 
Blew piercing flutes, or touched the quiTering 

strings ; 
Ten more, in cadence to the sprightly strain,' 
Waked with their golden oars the slumbering main : - 
The waters yielded to their guiltless blows, 
And the green billows sparkled as they rose. 

Long time the barge had danced along the deep. 
And on its glassy bosom seem'd to sleep ; 
But now a glittering isle arose in view t. 
Bounded with hillocks of a yerdant hue : 
Fresh groves and roseate bowers appeared aboye 
(Fit haunts, be sure, of pleasure and of love) ; 
And, higher still, a thousand blazing spires 
Seem'd with gilt tops to threat the heavenly fires. 
Now each fair stripling plied his labouring oar, 
And straight the pinnace struck the sandy shore. 
The youth arose, and, leaping on the strand, 
Took his lone way along the silver sand ; 
While the light bark, and all the airy crew. 
Sunk like a mist beneath the briny dew. 

With eager steps the yoimg adventurer stray'd 
Through many a grove and many a winding glade : 
At length he heard the chime of tuneful strings. 
That sweetly floated on the Zephyr's wings ; 
And soon a band of damsels blithe and fair f, 
With flowing mantles and 4i8heverd hair, 
Rush'd, with quick pace, along the solemn wood. 
Where rapt in wonder ajid delight he stood : 
In loose transparent robes they were array*d, 
Which half their beauties hid, and half displayed. 

• The follies of youth. t The world. 

t The ^olUea and vtnltlet of \Vke ^«icW. 
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A loTely nymph approached him with a amile, 
Aadflaidy ' O, welcome to this blissfiil isle; 
For thou art he whom ancient bards foretold, 
Boom'd in our clime to bring an age of gold: 
Hail, sacred king ! and from thy subject's hamd 
Accept the robes and sceptre of the land/ 

* Sweet maid !' said he, ' fair learning's heavenly 
beam [gleam; 

(Ver my young mind ne'er shed her faTOoring 
Nor has my arm e'er hurl'd the fatal lanoe. 
While desperate legions o'er the plain adyance. 
How should a simple youth, unfit to bear 
The steely mail, that splendid mantle wearf 
' Ah!' said the damsel, ' from this happy diore 
We banish wisdom and her idle lore ; 
No clarions here the strains of battle sing,-— 
With notes of mirth our joyful valleys ring. 
Peace to the brave : — o'er us the beauteoua reign. 
And ever charming pleasures form our train.' 

This said, a diadem, inlaid with pearls. 
She placed respectful on his golden curls ; 
Another o'er his graceful shoulder threw 
A silken mantle of the rose's hue, [flow'd. 

Which, clasp'd with studs of goM, behind him 
And through the folds his glowing bosom showed. 
Then in a car, by snow-white coursers drawn, 
They led him o'er the dew-besprinkled lawn. 
Through groves of joy and arbours of delight. 
With all that could allure his ravish'd sight ; 
Green hillocks, meads, and rosy grots he viewed, 
And verdurous plains with winding streams be^ 
On every bank, and under every shade, [dew'd. 
A thousand youths, a thousand damsels play'd ; 
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Some wantonly were tripping in a ring 
On the soft border of a gushing spring ; 
While some, reclining in the shady vales, 
Told to their smiling loves their amorous tales : 
But when the sportful train beheld frmn far 
The nymphs returning with the stately car, 
O'er the smooth plain with hasty steps they came. 
And hail'd their youthful king with loud acclaim ; 
With flowers of every tint the paths they strow'd, 
And cast their chaplets on the hallowed road. 

At last they reached the bosom of a wood. 
Where, on a hill, a radiant palace stood ; 
A sumptuous dome, by hands immortal made, 
Which on its walls and on its gates displayed 
The gems that in the rocks of Tibet glow. 
The pearls that in the shells of Ormus grow. 
And DOW a numerous train advance to meet 
The youth descending from his regal seat ; 
Whom to a rich and spacious hall they led, 
'With silken carpets delicately spread : 
There on a throne with gems unnumber'd graced 
Their lovely king six blooming damsels placed*, 
And, meekly kneeling, to his modest hand 
They gave the glittering sceptre of command ; 
Then on six smaller thrones they sat reclined. 
And watch'd the rising transports of his mind : 
When thus the youth a blushing nymph address'd^ 
And, as he spoke, her hand with rapture presi^d--- 

' Say, gentle damsel, may I ask, unblamed, ' 
How tills gay isle and splendid seats are named? 
And you, fair queen of beauty and of grace. 
Are you of earthly or celestial race? 
To me the world's bright trea8i«^%'^ci^"«a&a«'''^'i 
Wbetre late I wander'd, pensWe wdA ^iN5s«>ft\ 

• The pleaiares of \h« Sfcwi«»- 
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And, slowly winding on my natire shore. 
Saw the vast ocean roll, but saw no more ; 
Till from the wares, with many a chaimingaong, 
A barge arose, and gaily moved along; 
The jolly rowers reach'd the yielding sands. 
Allured my steps, and waved their shining hands : 
I went, saluted by the vocal train, 
And the swift pinnace cleaved the waves again; 
When on this island struck the gilded prow, 
I landed full of joy : the rest you know. 
Short is the story of my tender years : 
Now speak, sweet nymph, and charm my listen- 
ing ears.' [flowers* 
* These are the groves for ever deck'd with 
The maid replied, ' and these the fragrant bow- 
ers, — 
Where Love and Pleasure hold their airy court. 
The seat of bliss, of sprightliness and sport; 
And we, dear youth ! are nymphs of heavenly line ; 
Our soiUs immortal, as our forms divine : 
For Maia, fiU'd with Zephyr's warm embrace, 
In caves and forests cover'd her disgrace ; 
At last she rested on this peaceful shore. 
Where, in yon grot, a lovely boy she bore, 
Whom, fresh and wild and frolic from his birth, 
She nursed in myrtle bowers, and call'd him Mirth. 
He on a siunmer's morning chanced to rove 
Through the green labyrinth of some shady grove. 
Where, by a dimpled rivulef s verdant side, • 
A rising bank, with woodbine edged, he spied : 
There, veil'd with flowerets of a thousand hues, . 
A nymph lay bathe4 in slumber's balmy dewa 
CW» maid by some) fot aome oux race defame, 
W93 FoUj paU'd, but P\«%»«s» ^%si\«t w»w^\ , 
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Her mantle, like the sky in April, blue, 
Hung on a blossom'd branch that near her grew ; 
For, long disporting in the silver stream, 
She shunn'd the blazing daystar's sultry beam ; 
And, ere she could conceal her naked charms, 
Sleep caught her trembling in his downy arms : ' 
Borne on the wings of Love h^ flew, and press'd 
Her breathing bosom to his eager breast. 
At his wild theft the rosy morning blush'd, 
The rivulet smiled, and all the woods werehush'd. 

^ Of these fair parents, on this blissful coast, 
(Parents like Mirth and Pleasure who can boast!)' 
I with five sisters, on one happy mom. 
All fair alike, behold us now ! were bom. 
When they to brighter regions took their way. 
By Love invited to the realms of day. 
To us they gave this large, this gay domain. 
And said, departing, " Here let Beauty reign." 
Then reign, fair prince ! in thee all beauties shine. 
And ah ! we know thee of no mortal line.' 

She said : the king with rapid ardour glow'd, 
And the swift poison through his bosom flow'd: 
But, while she spoke, he cast his eyes around 
To view the dazzling roof and spangled ground; 
Then turning with amaze from side to side. 
Seven golden doors, that richly shone, he spied. 
And said, ' Fair nymph (but let me not.be bold), ' 
What mean those doors that blaze with bumish'd 

goldr 
' To six gay bowers,' the maid replied, ' they lead, 
Where spring etemal crowns the glowing mead; 
Six fountains there, that glitter as they play, 
Rise to the sun with many a coVouV^xv^*- . 
' But the seventh door/, s^d Vift, * -wVl^X \iC«»fiQ^«^ 
^ O, 'tis a cave ; a dark and Jo^Xeaa ^\«^«i A^"^^^^ 
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A scene of nameless deeds and magic qpellty 
Where day ne'er shines, and pleasure nefer 

dwells : 
Think not of that. But come, my royal ftiend. 
And see what joys thy favour'd steps attend.* 
She spoke ; and pointed to the nearest door s 
Swift he descends ; the damsel flies before ; 
She turns the lock; it opens at command I 
The maid and stripling enter hand in hand. 

The wondering youth beheld an opening glade, 
Where in the midst a crystal fountain play'd *; 
The silyer sands, that on its bottom grew, 
Were strown wiUi pearls and gems of varied kne ; 
The diamond sparkled like the star of day, 
And the soft topaz shed a gulden ray ; 
Clear amethysts combined their purple gleam 
With the mild emerald's sight-refreshing beam ; 
The sapphire smiled like yon blue plain above, 
And rubies spread the blushing tint of love. 
^' These are the waters of eternal light,' 
The damsel said; < the stream of heavenly sight; 
See, in this cup/ she spoke, and stoop'd to fill 
A vase of jasper with the sacred rill, 
'■See, how the living waters bound and shine. 
Which this well polish'd gem can scarce confine !' 
From her soft hand the lucid urn he took. 
And quaff'd the nectar with a tender look : 
Straight from his eyes a cloud of darkness fiew. 
And all the scene was opened to his view; 
Not all the groves, where ancient bards have told 
Of. vegetable gems and blooming gold; 
Not all the bowers which oft in flowery Itfys 
And solemn tales Arabian poets praise— 

• Sigiic. 
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Though streams of honey flow'd through every 

mead, 
Though balm and amber dropped from every reed ; 
Held half the svreets that Nature's unple hand 
Had pour'd luxuriant o'er this wondroms land, 
All flovrerets here their mingled rays diffuse, 
The rainbovr*s tints to these were vulgar hues; 
All birds that in the stream their pinion dip, 
Or from the brink the liquid crystal sip, 
Or show their beauties to the sunny skies, [dyes; 
Here waved their plumes that shone with varying 
But chiefly he that o'er the verdant plain [tndn ; 
Spreads the gay eyes which grace his spangled 
And he who, proudly sailing, loves to show 
His mantling wings and neck of dovniy snow ; 
Nor absent he who learns the human sound. 
With wavy gold and moving emeralds crownM; 
Whose head and breast with polish'd sapphires 

glow. 
And on whose wing the gems of Indus grow. 
The monarch view'd their beauties o'er and o'er. 
He was all eye, and look'd from every pore. 
But now th^ damsel calls him from his trance ; 
And o'er the lawn, delighted, they advance : 
They pass the hall adom'd with royal state. 
And enter now with joy the second gate *. 
A soothing sound he heard (but tasted first 
The gushing stream that from the valley burst). 
And in the shade beheld a youthful quire 
That touch'd with flying hands the trembling lyre : 
Melodious notes, drawn out with magic art. 
Caught with sweet ecstasy his ravish'd heart; 
A hundrednymphs their charming descants play'd, 
And melting voices died along the glade; 

* Ucmriug. 
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Hie tanefal stream that miurmur'd bb it roae. 
Hie birds that on the trees bewail'd their woes, 
The boughs, made vocal by the whispering gale, 
Join'd their soft stnun, and warbled through the 

vale. 
The concert ends : and now the stripling hears 
A tender voice that strikes his wondering ears; 
A beanteons bird, in our rude climes unknown, 
That on a leafy arbour sits alone, 
Strains his sweet throat, and waves his purple 

vrings. 
And thus in human accen^ softly sings — 

* Rise, lovely pair, a sweeter bower invites 
Your eager steps, a bower of new delights ; 
Ah ! crop the flowers of pleasure while they blow. 
Ere vrinter hide them in a veil of snow. 
Youth, like a thin anemone, displays 
His silken leaf, and in a mom decays. 
See, gentle youth ! a lily-bosom'd bride ; 
See, nymph ! a blooming stripling by thy side. 
Then haste, and bathe your souls in soft delights, 
A sweeter bower your wandering steps invites.' 

He ceased; the slender branch, from which he 
flew. 
Bent its fair head, and sprinkled pearly dew. 
The damsel smiled ; the blushing youth was 

pleased, 
And by her willing hand his charmer seized : 
The lovely nymph, who sigh'd for sweeter joy. 
To the third gate * conducts the amorcms boy : 
She turns the key; her cheeks like roses bloom^ 
And on the lock her fingers drop perfume. 

. His ravish'd sense a scene of pleasure Bieets> 
A maze of joy , a patadiae ol «^«»x* \ 
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But first his lips had touched the' alluring stream 
That through the grove displayed a silyer gleam. 
Through jasmine bowers and violet scented vales 
On silken pinions flew the wanton gales, — 
Arabian odours on the plants they left, 
And whispered to the woods their spicy theft : 
Beneath the shrubs, that spread a trembling shade, 
The musky roes and fragrant civets play'd. 
As when, at eve, an eastern merchant roves 
From Hadramut to Aden's spikenard groves. 
Where some rich caravan, not long before. 
Has pass'd,with Cassia fraught,and balmy store, — 
Charm'd with the scent that hills and vales difiiise, 
His grateful journey gaily he pursues — 
Thus pleased, the monarch fed his eager soul, 
And from each breeze a cloud of fragrance stole. 
Soon the fourth door* he pass'd with eager haste. 
And the fourth stream was nectar to his taste. 
Before his eyes, on agate columns rear'd, 
On high a purple canopy appear'd ; 
And under it, in stately form, was placed 
A table with a thousand vases graced ; 
Laden with all the dainties that are found 
In air, in seas, or on the fruitful ground. 
Here the fair youth reclined with decent pride. 
His wanton nymph was seated by his side : 
All that could please the taste the happy pair 
CuU'd from the loaded board with curious care ; 
O'er their enchanted heads a mantling vine 
His curling tendrils wove with amorous twine; 
From the green stalks the glowing clusters hungy 
Like rubies on a thread of emeralds strung ;. 

• Taile. 

VOL, I, ^ Y\ 



2tt KLKCAMT EXnLACTS. PAST II. 



tlieie were ocber fruts aieverj kae. 
The iNde^ the red, the gokicD, and the Uve. 
A hnadred gmiliiig pages stood arouBdy 
Th«r shiniiig brows with wreathsof Byrtle bovid ; 
Tbejy in transparent caps of agate, bore 
Of sweetly q>arkling wines Jt precious stare; 
The stripling sipp'd and rerel'd till the son 
]>own heaven's blue vault his daily course had m ; 
Then roie, and, foUow'd by the gentle maid. 
Oped the fifth door*: a stream before them play'd. 

The Jungy impatient for the cooling drangfat^ 
In a full cap the mystic nectar qaaffM ; 
Then with a smile (he knew no higher bliss) 
From her sweet lip he stole a balmy kiss : 
On the smooth bank of violets they reclined ; 
And, whilst a chaplet for his brow she twined. 
With his soft cheek her softer cheek he press'd; 
His pliant arms were folded round her breast. 
She smiled; soft lightning darted from her eyes. 
And from his fragrant seat she bade him rise ; 
Then, while a brighter blush her face o'erspread, 
To the sixth gate t her vnlling guest she led. 

The golden lock she softly tum'd around ; 
The moving hinges gave a pleasing sound : 
The boy, delighted, ran with eager haste. 
And to his lips the living fountain placed ; 
The magic water pierced his kindled brain. 
And a strange venom shot from vein to vein. 
Whatever charms he saw in other bowers 
Were here combined,fruits, music, odours, flowers ; 
A coach besides, with softest silk o'erlaid ; 
And, sweeter stiU, a lovely yielding maid,— 
Who now more charming seem'd, and not so coy, 
And in her arms infolds the blushing boy ; 

* Toncli. 1 1^^ ,^0^^ pJeuorei aoited. 
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They sport and wanton, till, with sleep oppressM, 
Like two fresh rosebuds on one stalk, they rest. 

When morning spread around her purple flame, 
To the sweet couch the five fair Sisters came ; 
They haiPd the bridegroom with a cheerful voice, 
And bade him make, with speed, a second choice. 
Hard task to choose, when all alike were fair ! 
Now this, now that engaged his anxious care ; 
Then to the first who spoke his hand he lent; 
The rest retired, and whisper'd as they went. 
The prince enamoured view*d his second bride.; 
They left the bower, and wander'd side by side ;' 
With her he charmM his ears, with her his sight; 
With her he pass'd the day, with her the night. 
Thus, all by turns the sprightly stranger led, 
And all by turns partook his nuptial bed : 
Hours, days, and months in pleasure flovir'd away; 
All laugh'd, all sweetly sung, and all were gay. 

So had he wanton'd threescore days and seven, 
More blessed, he thought, than any son of heaven : 
Till on a mom, vnth sighs and streaming tears, 
The train of nymphs before his bed appears ; 
And thus the youngest of the sisters speaks, 
Whilst a sad shower runs trickling down her 
cheeks — 

^ A custom which we cannot, dare not fail 
(Such are the laws that in our isle prevail) 
Compels us, prince ! to leave thee here alone^ 
Till thrice the sun his rising front has shown : 
Our ][>arent8, whom, alas ! we must obey, 
Expect us at a splendid feast to-day ; 
What joy to us can all their splendour givet 
With thee, with only thee we vnsh to live. 
Yet may we hope, tiiese gardens vnll afford 
Some pleasing solace to our abaeui Vst^V 
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Six golden keys, that ope yon blissfdl f< 
Where joj, eternal joj thy *tepi amib. 
Accept: the seventh (but that yon heaid 
Leads to a cave ^here ravening mooateri 
A •ulleo, diie, inhoHpitable cell. 
Where dealhful Bpirits and magicians d* 
Farenell, dear youth! — how will our bosi 
For th« Bweet moment of our bless'd reti 

The ldng,who wept,yet knew bis lean vt 
Took the aerea keys, and kisa'd the parti 
A glittering car, which bounding conraei 
They moanted ttrSi ght, and tlirou gh the foi 

liie youth, unknowing how to pass th 
Reriew'd the bowers, and heard the fbuats 
By hands onseen whate'er he wish'd was 1 
And pleasures rose obedient to iiii thong 
Yet all the sweets that ravish'd him bef< 
Were tedious now, and charm'd his soul i 
Le*a lovely still, and still less gay they j 
Hesigh'd, he wish'd, and long'd for sometb 
Back to die ball he tum'd his weary feel 
And sat repming on his royal seat. 
Now, on the seventh bright gate he casts ] 
And in his boaom rose a bold surmise : 
' The nympb,' said he, ' n'ss sure dispoae 
Who talk'd of dungeons in a place so Ui 
What hum to open, if it be a cell 
Where deathful spirits and magicians dv 
If dark or fool, I need not pass the door 
If new or strange, — my soul desires no i 
He said, and rose ; then took the golden 
And oped the door: the hinges moved w 

Before bis ejea uppea.T'd & EaUen ^lan 
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Yet, as be longer gazed, he saw afar 
A light that sparkled like a shooting star. 
He paused : — at last, by some kind angel led, 
He entered ; and advanced with cautious tread, 
^till, as he walk'd, the light appear'd more clear ; 
Hope soothed him, then, and scarcely left a fear. 
At length an aged sire surprised he saw. 
Who fiU'd his bosom with a sacred awe * : 
A book he held, which, as reclined he lay, 
He read, assisted by a taper's ray : [breast, 

His beard, more white than snow on winter's 
Hung to the zone that bound his sable vest : 
A pleasing calmness on his brow was seen, 
Mild was his look, majestic was his mien. 
Soon as the youth approach'd the reverend sage. 
He raised his head, and closed the serious page ; 
Then spoke — * O son ! what chance has tum'd thy 
• To this dull solitude and lone retreat f [feet 

To whom the youth : * First, holy father! tell 
^^hat force detains thee in this gloomy cell ? 
This isle, this palace, and those balmy bowers, 
Where six sweet fountains fall on living flowers. 
Are mine ; a train of damsels chose me king ; 
And through my kingdom smiles perpetual spring. 
For some important cause, to me unknown, 
This day they left me joyless and alone ; 
But, ere three moms with roses strow the skies, 
My lovely brides will charm my longing eyes.' 

^ Youth,' said the sire, ' on this auspicious day 
Some angel hither led thy erring way : 
Hear a strange tale, and tremble at the snare 
Which for thy steps thy pleasing foes prepare. 
Know, in this isle prevails a bloodi"^ \vw % 
Ust,8tnpling,U8tl (the youth 8toodto!^iRnfiDL««^"* 

• KeliK^on. 
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But seventy* days the hapless mooardis leign, 
Then close their lives in exile and in pain ; 
Doom'd in a deep and frightful cave to rove, 
Where darkness hovers o'er the iron grove. 
Yet know, thy prudence and thy timely care 
May save thc^e, son ! from this destructive snare. 
Not fiar from this, a lonelier island t lies. 
Too rich, too splendid for unhallowed eyes : 
On that bless'd shore a sweeter fountain flows 
Than this vain clime or this gay palace knows. 
Which if thou taste, whatever was sweet before 
Will bitter seem, and steal thy soul no more. 
But ere those happy waters thou canst reach. 
Thy weary steps must pass yon rugged beach. 
Where the dark sea X w'ith angry billows raves, 
And, fraught with monsters, curls his howling 
If to my words, obedient, thou attend, [waves. 
Behold in me thy pilot and thy friend : 
A bark I keep, supplied with plenteous store. 
That now lies anchored on the rocky shore ; 
And, when of all thy regal toys bereft. 
In the rude cave an exile thou art left, 
Myself will find thee on the gloomy lea. 
And waft thee safely o'er the dangerous sea.* 

The boy was fiU'd with wonder as he spake. 
And from a dream of folly seem'd to wake. 
All day the sage his tainted thoughts refined ; 
His reason brightened, and reformed his mind : 
trough the dim cavern hand in hand they walk'd, 
^^ much of truth, and much of heaven they 
. talk'd. 

At night the stripling to the hall retum'd ; 
With other fires his alter'd bosom bum'd. 

• TU ||r« of nun. ^ l\«M«ft. \ \i«B^ 
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O ! to his wiser soul how low, how mean 
Seem'd all he «'er had heard, had felt, had seen! 
He yiew*d the stars ; he view'd the crystal skies ; 
And bless'd the Power all-good, all-great,all-wi8e. 
How lowly now appeared the purple robe. 
The rubied sceptre, and the ivory globe ! 
How dim the rays that gild the brittle earth ! 
How vile the brood of Folly and of Mirth ! 
When the third morning, clad in mantle gray, 
Brought in her rosy car her seventieth day, 
A band of slaves, who rush'd with furious sound. 
In chains of steel the willing captive bound ; 
From his young head the diadem they tore. 
And cast his pearly bracelets on the floor ; 
They rent his robe that bore the rose's hue. 
And o'er his breast a hairy mantle threw ; 
Then dragg'd him to the damp and dreary cave/ 
Drench'd by the gloomy sea's resounding wave. 
Meanwhile the voices of a numerous crowd 
Pierced the dun air, as thunder breaks a cloud : 
The nymphs another hapless youth had found, 
And dien were leading o'er the guilty ground : 
They hail'd him king, (alas, how short his reign !) 
And with fresh chaplets strow'd the fatal plain. 

The happy exile, monarch now no more,. 
Was roving slowly o'er the lonely shore ; 
At last the sire's expected voice he knew, 
And toward the sound with hasty rapture flew. 
The promised pinnace just afloat he found. 
And the glad sage his fetter'd hands unbound ; 
But when he saw the foaming billows rave, 
And dragons rolling o'er the fiery wave, 
He stopp'd; his guardian cau^liiy^^si%<&T«i^^teA3^^ 
And gently led him o'er tbe tocVj «VrasA\ . 
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To yon pernicious island I repair, 

SwJbft as a star/ He speaks, and melts in ear. 

The youth o'er -walks of jasper takes his flight; 
And bounds and blazes in etemkl lights 

SIR Vr, JONES. 



A PICTURE. 

Ah, who art thou, of more than mortal birth, 

Whom Heaven adorns with beauty's brightest 
beam? 
On wings of speed why spum'st thou thus the earth ? 

^ Known but to few, Occasion is my name. 
No rest I find, for underneath my feet 

The eternal circle rolls that speeds my way ; 
Not the strong eagle wings her course so fleet ; 

And these my glittering pinions I display, 

That from the dazzling sight thine eyes may 
turn away; 
In full luxuriance o'er my angel face 

Float my thick tresses, free and unconfined. 
That through the veil my fes^tures few may trace ; 

But not one lock adorns my h^d behind. 
Once past, for ever gone, no mortal might 

Shall bid the circling wheel return again.' 
<But who is she, companion of thy flight? 

' Repentance ! if thou' grasp at me in vain, 

Then must thou in thine arms her loathsome 
form retain.' 
And now, while heedless of the truths I sing. 

Vain thoughts and fond desires thy time employ,- 
Ah, seest thou not — on swift but silent wing 

The form that smiled so {«dx Vi«a ^^^diXs*^ . 



:ijiirr(fj 



Tk^^ ^JWPWi i0y»JjBaf 409 viifli dOmit Iwste;: 



TRUE RICHES. 



I 



I >Mf IMKI eimami^d to know 
WfMii U^'Wmum Fate will do: 
^tl# «MmKli tbat I cas fay, 
I V« (MMMfMf'd mygelf to-daj : 
Tb«n, if Imply midnight-death 
^#Uw my ttmh and »top my breath, 
Y^ ti^'mitrrow I «baU be 
M»tr t» thD ti«iit part of me. 

C*MtU»rtn(( ntuncd, and golden things, 
W^iilth and honours that have wings, 
Rvw fluti<)ring to be gone, 
I PWld never ciUl my own: 
W^lwn that the world bestows 
«!• WW take and I can lose ; 
««t the treasures that are mine 
Wt MWr beyond her line. 
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When I view my S]^acioas soul, 
And survey myself a whole, 
And enjoy myself alone, 
I'm a kingdom of my own. 

We a mighty part within, 
That the world hath never seen ;. 
Rich as Eden's happy ground, 
And with choicer plenty crown'd. 
Here on all the shining boughs 
Knowledge fair and useful grows ; 
On the same young flowery treo 
All the Seasons you may see ; 
Notions, in the bloom of light. 
Just disclosing to the sight ; 
Here are thoughts of larger growth. 
Ripening into solid truth ; 
Fruits refined, of noble taste ; 
Seraphs feed on such repast. 
Here, in a green and shady grove. 
Streams of pleasure mix with love ; 
There, beneath the smiling skies. 
Hills of contemplation rise ; 
Now, upon some shining top. 
Angels light, and call me up ; 
I rejoice to raise my feet. 
Both rejoice when there we meet. 

There are endless beauties more. 
Earth hath no resemblance for ; 
Nothing like them round the pole, 
Nothing can describe the soul : 
'TIS a region half unknown. 
That has treasures of its own. 
More remote from public view 
Than the bowels of Pern ; 




Brottder \n, aad farigfater fn* 
Than the gcdden Indies ne; 
fifaijw tbat trace the wateiy ctege 
Caimot coast it in an age; 
Harte or faonea, strong and fleet. 
Had tbey wisge to lie^ their feet. 
Could not mn it luJf war o'er 
In t^ tbunaand days or mare. 

Vet tltte sillr waBdering mmd, 
JU»atfa to be too mack confined. 
Roves and takes lier daily toun. 
Coasting round tke narrow sborea. 
Narrow shores of flesh and sense. 
Picking shells and pebbles thenoe : 
Or she sits at Fancy's door, 
Calling shapes and Aadows to her. 
Foreign visiti still receiving. 
And to' herieif a stranger living. 
Never^ never would she buy 
Indian dust or Tyrian dye, 
Never trade abnMul for more, 
If she saw her native store ; 
If her inward worth were known^ 
She might ever live alone. 

WATTS. 

TO BLOSSOMS. 

Fair pledges of a fruitful tree, 

Why do ye fall so fast? 

Your date is noi^ so past, 
But you may stay yet here awhile 

To blush, and gently 8tnile> 
And go at last. 
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' What, were ye bom to be 
.An hour or half's delight, 
And so to bid good night? 
Twas pity nature brought ye forfh 
Merely to show your worth, 
And lose you quite ! 

But you are lovely leaves, where we 
May read how soon things have 
Their end, though ne'er so brave : 

And aher they have shown their pride 
Like you, awhile, they glide 
Into the grave. 

- HERRICK. 



THE OLl) MAN'S SONG. 

Shall man of frail fruition boast? 

Shall life be counted dear. 
Oft but a moment, and at most 

A momentary year? 

There was a time, — ^that time is. pass'd. 
When, Youth ! I bloomed like thee ; 

A time will come, — 'tis coming fast. 
When thou shalt fade like me : 

Like me through varsring seasons range. 
And past enjoyments mourn ; 

For ah ! the sweetest spring shall change 
To winter in its turn. 

In Infancy, my vernal prime, 

When life itself was new. 
Amusement pluck'd the wings of Time, 

Yet swifter still he flew. 
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Summer, my youth, succeeded Eoooy 

My sun ascended high, 
And Pleasure held the reins till noon, 

But Grief drove down the sky. 

• 

lake Autumn, rich in ripening com. 
Came Manhood's sober reign, 

My harvest-moon scarce filled her horn 
When she began to wane. 

Then followed Age, infirm Old Age^ 

The winter of my year, 
When shall I fall before his rage. 

To rise beyond the sphere ! 

I long to cast the chains away 
That bind me down to earth ; 

To burst these dungeon walls of clay. 
And start to second birth. 

Life lies in embryo, — never free 
Till nature yields her breath, 

Till Time becomes Eternity, 
And man is bom in death ! 

MONTGOMERY. 



TO DAFFODILS. 




Fair daffodils, we weep to see 

You haste away so soon ; 
As yet the early rising sun 
Has not attained his noon : 
Stay, stay. 
Until the bASteoin!^ da.y 
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But to the even song ; 
And, having pray'd togeHier, we 
Will go with you along! 

We have short time to stay as you ; 

We have as short a spring, 
As quick a growth to meet decay 
As you or any thing : 
We die 
As your hours do, and dry 

Away 
lake to the summer's rain. 
Or as the pearls of morning dew,' 
Ne'er to be found again. 

HERRICK. 



PRIVATE LIFE. 

Blbss'd groves! bless'd mansion! though your 

humble gate 
No Doric colunms crowd with idle state, 
No bustos, statues, temples, arcs surprise, 
Nor gilded roofis fatigue the gazer's eyes ; 
Here Nature reigns, vntti modest grace array'd. 
By Art, her subject, served and not betray'd : 
Here all the mild domestic Joys reside, 
And rural Elegance unspoil'd by Pride, 
Unsullied Honour, Peace with eye serene. 
Friendship's warm glow, and Candour's open mien; 
Benevolence stands smiling at the door, 
The friend to welcome, and to i^ed \^<& ^^K^t. 

Imperial piles and gUtteTm^ doxQft^^SaaS.TNSi^n 
And back reflect their gloYi&a to ^)icii^ ^^^^ 
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. Vain Grandeur's tinseFd train, tiie gorgeous glare 
Of crowns and thrones and banners waved in air 

. May give the dazzled eye a short delight. 
But tire at length the satiated sight, 
Which views with unabated pleasure still 
The flower-enamel'd mead and rambling rill, 
The sloping vale, which rocky mountains bound, 
And verdant hills with waving woods imbrown*d, 
The straw-built cottage smoking in the grove. 
And grazing herds Hiat o*er the champaign rove, 
Rich harvests glowing o'er the golden fields, 
And all the simple charms that Nature yields. 

Hail, grass-crown'd Grenius of the silvan scene, 
Shrined in thy lonely bower of flowering green ! 
Hail, Sire of Sages, Heroes, Bards of old. 
Who in thy woods (while baser eras rolFd) 
Preserved the bright Satumian age of gold ! 
Methinks I see in solemn order stand 
Dictators, consuls, kings, an awful band ! 
Whose virtues, nursed beneath tiie lowly shed. 
By thee to mighty feats of fame were bred ; 
To speak, to dare in Freedom's sacred cause — 
To form ttie rising state — ^to dictate laws 
To wild ambition, and profuse of blood 
Pour in their country's right the generous flood. 
Hence Numa humanized ferocious hearts, 
And soothed a savage brood to peaceful arts ; 
Hence honest Curius tamed a tyrant's pride. 
And hence Fabricius lived and Decius died. 
What though no longer in thy rural school 
Statesmen and heroes learn to fight or rule ; 
Still to thy solitary shades belong 
The sage's wisdom and the ^poel'a %o\i^. 
O, blessed the man wYiom me^^».^Q^^ft»^ 

To these sequestered «to\ea wad. «\«iX. xftR^^*\ 
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Here while he bends at Wisdom's silvan shrine, . 
In solemn musings rapt, with drops divine 
From her ethereal well she clears away 
The mists that cloud his intellectual r^y, 
Till Truth, fair-dawning with increasing light, 
Pours her full glories on the gladden'd sight. 

Touched by her energy, his curious mind 
Wanders through fields of science unconfined ; , 
Now boldly soars among the stars to stray. 
While Newton's mighty genius points the way : 
Through Nature's dread immense he darts his eyes, 
And sees unnumbered wonders round him rise ; 
What well proportioned powers the planets roll ; 
How various parts compose one beauteous whole ; 
While in her centre throned, bless'd Harmony 
Tunes her immortal strings and charms them to 

The Sun himself, intolerably bright, [agree. 
]>ims the weak eye with mere excess of light ; 
While in his Sister's softer looks expressed 
His image we admire in gentler glories dress'd. 
Thus Ihough no mortal eye the Grod survey, 
Veiled in the blaze of his essential day, 
Diffused o'er Nature's various form we find 
The fair reflection of her Maker's mind. 
And in his works the Parent Beauty trace, 
Majestic grandeur with enchanting grace. 

While rapt he views the vast sublime design. 
On his own mind he marks the plan divine ; 
He fain would imitate the Sovereign Fair, 
And emulate the eternal order there. 
Bids Reason take her sceptre and her sway, 
And bend each rebel passion to obey ; 
Bids all his powers within thevi oi^VXft "Kci^*) 
And form the hamumiouB misk&ic oi lihe «a'^> 

VOL. J, x.1^ 
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Where sweetly blended meet in mode and time 
The juBt, the good, the graceful, and sublime : 
Enthusiastic heaves his ardent breast, 
And shares and tastes the pleasures of the blessed. 

For not the Bard, who on the ecstatic lyre^ 
While his warm fancy flames ethereal fire. 
Warbles the soft or sounds the lofty lay. 
And lifts or swells or melts the soid away ; 
Not the gay tints that arch the showery bow^ 
Blaze in Ihe gem, or in the floweret glow. 
Or tinge Aurora's dewy cheek with red, 
Or dye the blushes of Uie bridal maid, 
Or nobly ranged by Raphael's hand divine 
Give form and spirit to some bold design. 
Bid each impassioned figure breathe and move, 
Or frown in rage, or languish into love ; 
Not mother Nature, nor her daughter Art 
Such joys to fancy or to sense impart 
As to the Soul's quick eye and ear refined 
The nobler grace and music of the mind. 

Thus half-inspired his warm ideas rise. 
Soar o'er the azure vault and gain Ihe skies ; 
Faith opens to his view her realms on high. 
And Heaven's own splendours burst upon his eye ; 
Thence, like a seraph seated on his sphere. 
He marks the course of human motions here. 
Treats with a just disdain Ihe toys of state. 
And looks with pity on the proud and great ; 
He feels, like Ammon's son, his mighty mind 
Within Ihis globe's too narrow verge con^ned^ 
For other worlds with nobler ardour sighs. 
For realms and thrones eternal in the skies. 

Such IB the path that sokxnU «cELd sajges trod, 
The path to reasoni aad tlaa ^liiXo ^<A. 
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O^ give me thus the rural scenes to rove ! 
And visit Nature in her native grove ! 
May thus in easy flow my minutes glide ; 
No stormy passion toss the tranquil tide ; 
No vain ambition swell my lonely breast, 
Content with Virtue humbly to be bless'd. 
Her blossoms wither or to wildness run, 
Too near the blaze of Fortune^s scorching sun ; 
Too far removed they languish, pine, and die 
Beneath the rigour of too cold a sky ; 
But in her milder zone and temperate air [fair. 
They breathe and bloom, more fragrant and more 

When the Sun, sunk beneath his watery bed, 
Yet gilds with dying gleams the mountain head, 
And yet the clouds retain a crimson glow. 
That faintly blushes on the lake below, 
While sober Cynlhia lifts her solemn beam. 
With lustre quivering on the sparkling stream, 
And with a radiant band of silver light 
Inwreathes the jetty tresses of the night ; 
Then Contemplation, sweet ecstatic maid 1 
I seek thy mild, thy care-composing aid 
Amid the moss-clad walls and roofless aisle 
Of yon lone abbey's venerable pile, [thrown, 

Whose towers, by Time's relentless hand o*er- 
Lie low with ivy and with thorn o'ergrown. 
Where Superstition, Ignorance's child. 
Once dream'dher dreams and saw her visions wUd, 
Her aves muttered and her beads retold. 
And bow'd to silver saints and shrines of gold, 
With holy dread the darksome cloisters trod, 
And ofier'd living victims to her God : 
There by the glimmering lamp thfc p^Jkfe-^-^^^M^^ 
Sobb'd as she rang, and tcein\Aed %& ^^ v^«:f ^^ 
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Severe religkniy pankm mneprefl^d, 
like meeting carrentB, Wugglicg m her breatt : 
In yoatfa's enlivening warmth, in beauty's bloom, 
Betray'd to ceafl^ess solitude and gloomy 
She bade the world adieu — ah, tows how tub ! 
While stubborn Nature still maintain'd her reigB. 
Still fond affection heaved the hopeless sigh. 
And tears too tender glistened in her eye. 
No more are heard the vocal walls along, 
The deep-toned organ or the matin song, 
Nor midnight bell, whose slow and solemn toll 
Sent a chill horror through the shuddering soiol; 
All silent now — save when through ruins hoar 
And hollow-sounding cells the rude vnnds roar; 
Save the lone owl that hoots her dirges shrill, 
And the hoarse music of the murmuring rill. 

There moping Melancholy loves to come, 
And sadly pore upop the time-worn tomb ; 
Brooding on grief, she sits in trance profound. 
Nor Superstition yet has left the ground ; 
Strange shapes, 'tis said, the village maid affHght, 
And doleful sounds are heard at dead of night; 
Pale ghosts amid the nodding piles are seen. 
Flit o*er the walls and gleam athwart the green ; 
There hags, 'tis thought, tiieir works of horror ply. 
And the swain trembles as he hastens by. 

Among the mouldering aisles I musing go. 
Wandering with solitary steps and slow; 
Far from the senseless clamours of the crowd. 
Far from the insulting splendour of the proud ; 
No smile of friendship feigned, no gilded care. 
No lip of scorn, no laugh of folly there : 
i^ BOhttUk scenes fiuraramd wnd «l««.t hour 
€kUm the wild pa8Bloii&\«\AiiB!|«^^^^«'Qd^V!<^^«^ 
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Mild awe diffosing, and the heart impress 
With a soft, sad, but plea^g pensiyeness : 
Sublimely painting to the mental eye 
The wreck of time and man's mortality. 
At once ttie world's delusive spell is o'er, 
Her glittering yanities can charm no more : 
Far nobler Hiemes inyite^ enlarged, refined. 
That suit the* immortal dignity of mind. 
Powerful the stubborn passiqns to control, 
And give new strength and energy to soul; 
Above all sublunary scenes I rise. 
With ardent hope iiigh-soaring to the skies ; 
With Conscience ^ow, my guardian Genius, talk, 
And meet my God along ttie lonely walk ; 
To the first Beauty bid my thoughts aspire, 
And from his glories catch a kindred fire. 

O, come, mild Wisdom, come, celestial guest ! 
And shed thy sacred beam upon my breast ; 
Bid there each pure, each kind affection roll, 
And with the joys of reason feast my soul ! 
Come, to this lowly grassy couch repair ! 
Let Zephyr's gentle breath invite thee Aere ; 
No pompous trifles here profane the shade. 
No spouting fountain and no forced cascade : 
Here rove the rills at will, their woods between, 
Dash down the vale, and glitter o*er the green ; 
liie vine and winding woodbine arching o'er 
From sultry rays defend the cooling bower : 
Here bring the tuneful Muses' raptured choir ; 
Each Muse for thee shall touch the charming lyre : 
Bring Truth and Sciences' instructive band ; 
The Grecian Graces dancing hand in hand ; 
0>ntent with plain attire aiid cVi<&enc^n\ «2a \ 
Friendship exalting joy and &oQV)b^% «s»\ 
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With Piety, tliat waits on wings to risey 
Her looks for ever lifted to the skies ; 
Oy come with all thy mental moral tniin. 
And in this peaceful rural kingdom reign ! 

Heaven meant immortals for sublimer things 
Than wealth's gay glitter and the pomp oi kings; 
For pleasures, grace, and dignity, denied 
To the vain sons of Folly and of Pride : 
Yet frantic man, rebellious to his will, 
His gifts abusing, turns his good to ill : 
Some dear ideal bliss is still pursued ; 
But still his Juno proves a painted cloud : 
Reason, his better Grenius, warns in vain ; 
Passion persuades, and he believes again ; 
Ardent he runs to seize the fairy prize. 
Till fainting in the fruitless race he dies. 

Smile ye not, angels? when in scorn ye scan 
The various follies of your mimic, man ; 
His boasted reason, dupe to every lust; 
fiis high ambition, groveling in the dust; 
A fool vnth knowledge and with foresight blind ; 
Perplex'd between his matter and his mind, 
Where great and mean, where mortal and divine. 
Heaven, earth, brute, angel in confusion join ; 
Like jarring atoms in one chaos hurl'd. 
Which well arranged would form a beauteous 
Ye smile to see the puny godhead rave ; [world. 
Great lord of earth, his meanest passion's slave ! 
Drunk at the banquet, glorious on the throne. 
And now an Ammon's, now a Philip's son ! 
Nor ye, the greaJty like erring mortals, name 
Ambition's madmen or the fools of fame ; 
Nor those court pageants, starr'd and titled things. 
The gilded tools of nnm&tftn «skdLWn%«\ 
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Kor those, the wolves and harpies of their race, 
Who rise by wicked arts to power and place : 
But mark, where poor, unnoticed, or unknown!, 
Neglected Virtue smiles at Fortune's frown ; 
Or bless'd by Fortune in a private state, 
By worth ennobled, and by goodness great ; 
Bright on whose generous breast those splendours 

glow 
Of sacred honour, kings could ne'er bestow ; 
The friend qfnumf who can in life confess 
No joy worth living but the joy to bless. 

REV. H. MOORE. 



A HERMITS MEDITATION. 

In lonesome cave. 
Of noise and interruption void, 
His Hioughtful solitude 
A hermit thus enjoy'd. 

His choicest book, 
The remnant of a human head. 
The volume was, whence he 
This solemn lecture read. 

"Whoever thou art, 
Partner of my retirement now, «• 

My nearest intimate, 
My best companion Thou ! 

On thee to muse 
The busy living world I left*. 
Of converse all but tkune) 
Aad silent that, bereft. 
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Wert tibou the rich, 
Tbe idol of a gazing crowd? 
Wert thou tbe great, 
To whom obeequioiis thfwwdfl how'df 

Wag learaing's store 
Eve treasured up witiun dus diefi? 
Did Wisd<nB ere witfaan 
This empty hollow dwell ? 

Hid youthful charms 
Ere redden on this ghastful &ce ? 
Did Beauty's bloom these cheeks. 
This forehead ever grace ? 

If on this brow 
Ere sat the scornful haughty frown ; 
Deceitful Pride ! where now 
Is that disdain? — 'Tis gone. 

If cheerful Mirth 
A gayness o'er this baldness cast; 
Delusive, fleeting joy ! 
Where is it now ? — 'Tis pass'd. 

To deck this scalp, 
If tedious longlived hours it cost; 
Vain, fruitless toil ! where's now 
That labour seen? — *Tis lost. 

But painful sweat. 
The dear-earn'd price of daily bread. 
Was all perhaps that thee 
With hungry sorrows fed. 

Perhaps but tears, 
Surest relief of heartsick woe, 
Thine only diVsk, Itom ^wrw 
These sockete xiaJa^ Vi ^on« . 
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Oppressed perhaps 
With aches and wiHi aged cares, 
Down to the grave thou brought'st 
A few and hoary hairs. 

'Tis all perhaps 

No marks, no tokens can I trace 
What on this stage of life 
Thy rank or station wa3. 

Nameless, unknown, 
Of all distinction stripped and bare, 
In nakedness conceal'd, 
O, who shall thee declare ! 

Nameless, unknown ! 
Yet fit companion tiiou for me,, — 
Who hear no human voice, 
No human visage see. 

From me, from thee 
The glories of the world are gone : 
Nor yet have either lost 
What we could call our ovni. 

What we are now 
The great, the wise, the fair, the brave 
Shall all hereafter be ; 
All hermits in the grave. 

ANONYMOUS, 



VIRTUE'S TRIUMPH. 



Though life be short, and man doth, as the min, 
fiiB journey finish in a little space ; 

The way is wide an honest course \o t>oc^, 
Afld great the glories of a \iiV;^\ia t^jsk^. 
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That, at the last, do our just labours crown 
With threefold wreath, love, honour, and renown. 

Nor can night*s shadow or the Stygian deep 
Conceal fair Virtne from the world's wide eye; 

The more oppressed the more she striyes to peep, 
And raise her rose-bound golden head on high: 

When epicures, the wretch, and "worldly slave 

Shall rot in shame, alive and in the grave. 

PEACMAM. 



THE PALACE OF FORTUNE. 

Mild was the. vernal gale, and calm the day. 
When Maia near a crystal fountain lay. 
Young Maia, fairest of the blue-eyed maids. 
That roved at noon in Tibet's musky shades ; 
But, haply, wandering through the fieldis of air, 
Some fiend had whisper'd — ^ Maia^ thou art fair!' 
Hence swelling pride had fiird her simple breast, 
And rising passions robb'd her mind of rest ; 
In courts and glittering towers she wish'd to dwell, 
And scom'd her labouring parents' lowly cell. 
And now, as gazing o*er the glassy stream. 
She saw her blooming cheeks* reflected beam. 
Her tresses brighter than the morning sky. 
And the mild radiance of her sparkling eye, 
Low sig^s and trickling tears by turns she stole. 
And thus discharged the anguish of her soul — 
* Why glow those cheeks, if unadmired they glow 7 
Why flow those tresses, if unpraised they flowf 
Why dart those eyes their liquid ray serene, 
Unfelt their influence, and their light unseen! 
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Ye heavens ! was that love-breathing bosom made 
To warm dull groves and cheer the lonely glade? 
Ah, no : those blushes, that enchanting face, 
Some tapestried hall or gilded bower might grace ; 
Might deck the scenes where Love and Pleasure 

reign. 
And fire with amorous flames the youthful train/ 
While Ihus she spoke, a sudden blaze of light . 
Shot through the clouds, and struck her dazzled 

sight. 
She raised her head, astonish*d, to the skies, 
And veird with trembling hands her aching eyes ; 
When, through the yielding air she saw from far 
A goddess gliding in a golden car, 
That soon descended on the flowery lawn, 
By two fair yokes of starry peacocks drawn : 
A thousand nymphs with many a sprightly glance 
Form'd round the radiant wheels an airy dance, 
Celestial shapes ! in fluid light array'd ; 
Like twinkling stars Iheir beamy sandals play'd; 
Their lucid mantles glittered in the sun . 
(Webs half so bright the silkworm never spun), 
Transparent robes that bore the rainbow's hue,. 
And finer than the nets of pearly dew 
That morning spreads o'er every opening flower. 
When sportive Summer decks his bridal bower. ' 
The queen herself, too fair for mortal sight. 
Sat in the centre of encircling light. 
Soon with soft touch she raised the trembling maid. 
And by her side in silent slumber laid : [train, 
Straight the gay birds displayed their spangled 
And flew refulgent through the' aerial plain ; 
The fairy band their shining pinions spread, 
And, afl they rose, fresh gales of sweetness shed : 
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Fann'd with their flowing skirts, the sky was mild ; 
And heaven's blue fields with brighter radiance 
smiled. 

Now in a garden deck'd with verdant bowers 
The glittering car descends on bending flowers \ 
The goddess still with looks diviijiely fair 
Surveys Ihe sleeping object of her care ; 
Then o'er her cheek her magic finger lays^ 
Soft as the gale Ihat o'er a violet plays, 
And thus, in sounds Ihat favour'd mortals hear, 
She gently whispers in her ravish'd ear — 

* Awake, sweet maid, and view this charming 
For ever beauteous and for ever green ; [scene, 
Here living rills of purest nectar flow 
O'er meads that with unfading flowerets glow ; 
Here amorous gales their scented wings display, 
Moved by the brealh of ever blooming May ; 
Here in the lap of pleasure shalt thou rest. 
Our loved companion and our honour'd guest/ 
The damsel hears the heavenly notes distil 
Like melting snow or like a vernal rill. 
She lifts her head, and, on her arm reclined. 
Drinks the sweet accents in her grateful mind : 
On all around she turns her roving eyes, 
And views the splendid scene wilh glad surpHse; 
Fresh lawns, and sunny banks, and roseate bowers. 
Hills white with flocks, and meadows gemm'd 

with flowers ; 
Cool shades, a sure defence from summer's ray, 
And silver brooks (where wanton damsels play), 
Which with soft notes their dimpled crystal foU'd 
0*er colour'd shells and sand of native gold ; 
A risiDg fountain pla^'Oi ttom evcr^ ^fac^wn^ 
Smiled as it rose, and cast «i \x«qs«»x. >g^<s«ssx>k 



MORAL AND PRECEPTXTE. 265 

Then, gently falling in a vocal shower, 
Bathed every shrub, and sprinkled every flower 
That on the banks, like many a lovely btide^ 
View'd in the liquid glass their blushing pride ; 
Whilst on each branch, with purple blossoms hung^ 
The sportful birds their joyous descant sung. 

While Maia, thus entranced in sweet delight. 
With each gay object fed her eager sight, 
The goddess mildly caught her willing hand. 
And led her trembling o'er the flowery land ; 
Soon she beheld where, through an opening glade, 
A spacious lake its clear expanse displayed : 
In mazy curls the flowing jasper waved 
O'er its smooth bed, with polish'd agate paved \ 
And on a rock of ice, by magic raised. 
High in the midst a gorgeous palace blazed ; 
The sunbeams on the gilded portals glanced, 
Play'd on the spires, and on the turrets danced; 
To four bright gates four ivory bridges led, 
With pearls illumined, and with roses spread ; 
And now, more radiant than the morning sun, 
Her easy way the gliding goddess won ; 
Still by her hand she held the fearful maid. 
And, as she pass'd, the fairies homage paid: 
They enter'd straight the sumptuous palace hall. 
Where silken tapestry emblazed the wall. 
Refulgent tissue, of a heavenly woof ; 
And gems unnumber'd sparkled on the roof. 
On whose blue' arch the flaming diamonds play'd, 
As on a sky with living stars inlaid ; 
Of precious diadems a regal store, [floor; 

With globes and sceptres strew'd the porphyry 
Rich vests of eastern kings axoxmd^^i^ v^x^.'^^^ 
And guttering zones a starry Vuatte ^^^\ 
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But Maia most admired the pearly strings. 
Gay bracelets, golden chains, and sparkling rings. 

High in the centre of the palace shone. 
Suspended in mid air, an opal throne : 
To this the queen ascends, with royal pride. 
And sets the favoured damsel by her side. 
Around the throne, in mystic order, stand 
The fairy train, and wait her high command ; 
When thus she speaks — (the maid attentive sips 
Each word that flows, like nectar, from her lips) : 

* Favourite of Heaven, my much loved Maia, 
know, 
From me all joys, all earthly blessings flow : 
Me suppliant men imperial Fortune call. 
The mighty empress of yon rolling ball :' 
(She raised her finger, and the wondering maid. 
At distance hung, the dusky globe surveyed ; 
SfLW the round earth with foaming oceans veinM, 
And labouring crowds on mountain tops sustamM.) 
' To me has fate the plejEusing task assigned. 
To rule the various thoughts of humankind ; 
To catch each rising wish, each ardent prayer. 
And some to grant, and some to waste in air. 
Know further, — as I ranged the crystal sky, 
I saw thee near the murmuring fountain lie ; 
Mark'd the rough storm that gathered in thy breast, 
And knew what care thy joyless soul oppressed. 
Straight I resolved to bring thee quick relief. 
Ease every weight, and soften every grief ! 
If in this court contented thou canst live. 
And taste the joys these happy gardens give : — 
But fill thy mind with vain desires no more. 
And view without a w\ft\i ^on «baxdn% ^tore. 
Soon shall a numerouft twa»i\»^««^ iBfeXswaA., 
And kneeling votaries my da«» %»«iA\ 
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Wam'd by their empty yanijies, beware, 
And scorn the folly of each human prayer.' 
(She said ; and straight a damsel of her train 
With tender fingers touched a golden chain. 
Now a soft bell delighted Maia hears, 
That sweetly trembles on her listening ears : 
Through the calm air the melting numbers floaty 
And wanton echo lengthens every note. 
Soon, through the dome, a mingled hum arose. 
Like the swift stream that o'er a valley flows ; 
Now louder still it grew, and still more loud. 
As distant thunder breaks the bursting cloud ; 
Through the four portals rush'd a various throng^ 
That like a wintry torrent pour'd along : 
A crowd, of every tongue and every hue. 
Toward the bright throne, with eager rapture, flew. 
A lovely stripling * stepp'd before the rest 
With hasty pace, and toward the goddess pressed : 
His mien was graceful, and his looks were mild, 
And in his eye celestial sweetness smiled : 
Youth's purple glow and beauty's rosy beam 
O'er his smooth cheeks difiiised a lively gleam ; 
The floating ringlets of his musky hair 
Waved on the bgsora of the wanton air ; 
With modest grace the goddess he address'd, 
And, thoughtless, thus preferr'd his fond request — 
*■ Queen of the world! whose wide extended 
sway 
Gay youth, firm manhood, and cold age obey^ 
Grant me, while life's fresh blooming roses smile, 
The day with varied pleasures to beguile ; 
Let me on beds of devrjr flowers recline. 
And quafi^^ with glowing lips, t^<& v^«xVikfi&%^'^^\ 

* Ple«inT«. 
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Grant me to feed on beauty's rifled chanbSy 
And clasp a willing damsel in my amiBy— «• 
Her bosom fairer than a hill of snow. 
And gently bounding like a playful roe ; 
Her lips more fragrant than the summer air ; 
And sweet as Scythian musk her hyacinthine hair; 
Let new delighte each dancing hour employ. 
Sport follow sport, and joy succeed to joy.' 

The goddess grants the simple youth's request^ 
And, mildly, thus accosts her lovely guest — 
' On that smooth mirror, full of magic light. 
Awhile, dear Maia, fix thy wandering sight/ 
She looks ; and in the' enchanted crystal sees 
A bower o'ercanopied with tufted trees : 
The wanton stripling lies beneath the shade^ 
And by his side reclines a blooming maid ; 
O'er her fair limbs a silken mantle flows. 
Through which her youthful beauty softly glows, 
And, part conceal'd and part disclosed to sighti 
Through the thin texture casts a ruddy light ; 
As the ripe clusters of the mantling vine 
Beneath the verdant foliage faintly shine, 
And, fearing to be view'd by envious day. 
Their glowing tints unwillingly display. 

The youth, while joy sits sparkling in his eyes, 
Pants on her neck, and on her bosom dies ; 
From her smooth cheek nectareous dew he sips. 
And all his soul comes breathing to his lips. 
But Maia turns her modest eyes away. 
And blushes to behold their amorous play. 

She looks again ; and sees, with sad surprise. 
On the clear glass far different scenes arise : 
The bower, which late o\it&W(i<^ thft rosy mom, • 
O'erhung with weeda saa» t»N» > «a^ ^wwga. -w^&v 
thorn; 
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With sting of asps the leafless plants were wreathed; 
And curling adders gales of venom breathed i— 
Low sat the stripling on the faded ground, 
And in a mournful knot his arms were bound ; 
His eyes, that shot before a sunny beam, 
Now scarcely shed a saddening, dying gl^am, 
Faint as a glimmering taper's wasted light. 
Or a dull ray that streaks the cloudy night : — 
His crystal vase was on the pavement roll'd, 
And from the bank was fallen his cup of gold ; 
From which the' envenom'd drejgs of deadly hue 
Flow'd on the ground in streams of baleful dew. 
And, slowly stealing through the withered bower, 
Poison'd each plant, and blasted every flower : 
Fled were his slaves, and fled his yielding fair, 
And each gay phantom was dissolved in air ; 
Whilst in their place was left a ruthless train^ 
Despair and grief, remorse and raging pain. 

Aside the damsel turns her weeping eyes. 
And sad reflections in her bosom rise ; 
To whom thus, mildly, speaks the radiant queen— 
' Take sage example from this moral scene ; 
See ! how vain pleasures sting the lips they kiss, 
How asps are hid beneath the bowers of bliss ! 
Whilst ever fair the flower of temperance blows, 
Unchanged her leaf, and without thorn her rose ; 
Smiling she darts her glittering branch on high, ^ 

And spreads her fragrant blossoms to the sky/ 

Next, toward the throne she saw a knight* 
advance ; 
Erect he stood, and shook a quivering lance ; 
A fiery dragon on his helmet shone, 
And on his buckler beam'd a go\d.«ik «vni\ 

• Glory. 
VOL, I. TSI -H 
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O'er hit hmd bomivlilMiii kli Joip«i4 Mifl 
With ntny a fem and Many a aU^fas anria; 
He trod the toudkig ioer^wilk 
And thu with haaiMr wmi* ^^drwu^i 



< Let &lliii9 kiass henaadi aqr Jftfvtta bhni. 
And Uad mf tmflim with a vialov^ aaead; 
Let ereiy leehii that feela A* Mlar rav^ 
Shrink at mj fiwwa, aad owa mj regal aims 
Let Lid'e rich baake dedare nor dirtThlaw im 
And trembling Qaafea dread mif polant aaaai' 

Hie qoeea coaee a ted to tta wanki'a pt«|Wj 
And hie bri^t baanen ioatad ia the air; 
He bade Jiii darti ia etedj teaqpeati iy^ [4k3 
Flaaee bonrt tibe ekyadi, and thmden ilMka H 
Deadi aim'd his laaoe, earth trenUad at Ua a* 
And crimeoa eoaqueet gkw'd where'er ha troiL 

And now the daaMe^ fix'd Ia daep aauuWf 
The' endianted gUuw with eager lodL aarfapi: 
She sees the hero in his dnsky tent. 
His guards retired^ liis glimaiering teper apeat 
His spear, rain instrument of dying praise^ 
On the rich floor, with idle state, he laya; 
His gory falchkm near his pillow stood. 
And stain'd the ground with drops of pur^ bkMM 
A busy page his nodding helm unlaeed. 
And <m the couch his soily hauberk plaeed. 
Now <m the bed his weary limbs he throws. 
Bathed in the balmy dew of soft repose : 
In dreams he rushes o'er the gloomy field. 
He sees new armies fly, new heroes yield; 
Warm with the vigorous conflict he appears. 
And e'en in slumber seems to move the spheres 
But lo 1 the fSedthlem pa«^> with stealing tread, 
Advi^^ceB to the c\:AxsL^\o\)k % 'DSiaL^\i«M^.\ 
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With his sharp dagger wounds his bleeding breast, 
And steeps his eyelids in eternal rest : [gore), 
Then cries (and waves the steel that drops witii 
' The tyrant dies ; oppression is no more/ 

Now came an aged sire * with trembling pace ; 
Sunk were his eyes, and pale his ghastly face ; 
A ragged weed of dusky hue he wore, 
And on his back a (wnderous coffer bore. 
The queen with faltering speech he thus ad- 
dressed — 
^ O, fill with gold thy true adorer's chest I' 

^ Behold,' said she, and waved her powerful 
hand, 
^ Where yon rich hills in glittering order stand, 
There load thy coffer with the golden store ; 
Then bear it Ml away, and ask no more.' 

With eager steps he took his hasty way 
Where the bright coin in heaps unnumbered lay ; 
There hung enamoured o'er the gleaming spoil, 
Scoop'd the gay dross, and bent beneath the toil. 
But bitter was his anguish to behold 
The coffer widen, and its sides unfold : 
And every time he heap'd the darling ore. 
His greedy chest grew larger than before ; 
Till, spent with pain, and falling o'er his hoard. 
With his sharp steel his maddening breast he gored : 
On the loved heap he cast his closing eye, 
Contented on a golden couch to die. 

A stripling, with the fair adventure pleased, 
Stepp'd forward, and the massy coffer seized ; 
But with surprise he saw the stores decay, 
And all the long-sought treasures melt away : 
In winding streams the liquid metal roll'd. 
And through the palace ran a flood of gold. 

* Avariee. J^M 
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Next, to the shrine advanced a reyerend 8lige% 
Whose beard was hoary with the frost of age ; - 
His few gray locks a sable fillet bound^ 
And his dark mantle flow*d along the groand: 
Grave was his port, yet showed a bold neglect. 
And fiird the young beholder with respect ; 
Time's envious hand had ploughed his wrinkled 
Yet on those wrinkles sat supierior grace ; [fsLce, 
Still full of fire appeared his vivid eye, 
DarteH quick beams, and seem'd to pierce the sky. 
At length, with gentle voice and look serene. 
He waved his hand, and thus address'd the 
queen — 
* Twice forty winters tip my beard with snow. 
And age's chilling gusts around me blow ; 
In early youth, by contemplation led. 
With high pursuits my flatter'd thoughts were fed ; 
To nature first my labours were confined. 
And all her charms were open'd to my mind. 
Each flower that glisten'd in the morning dew. 
And every shrub that in the forest grew : 
From earth to heaven I cast my wondering eyes^' 
Saw suns unnumbered sparkle in the skies, 
Mark'd the just progress of each rolling sphere. 
Described the seasons, and reform'd the year. 
At length sublimer studies I began, 
And fix'd my level'd telescope on man ; 
Knew all his powers, and all his passions traced^ 
What virtue raised him, and what vice debased : 
. But when I saw his knowledge so confined. 
So vain his wishes, and so weak his mind. 
His soul a bright obscurity at best. 
And rough with tempests his afflicted breast^ 

* Knowledge, 
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His life a flower ere evening sure to fade. 
His highest joys the shadow of a shade ; 
To thy fair court I took my weary way, 
Bewail my folly, and Heaven's laws obey, 
Confess my feeble mind for prayers unfit, 
And to my Maker's will my soul submit : 
Great impress of yon orb that rolls below, 
On me the last best gift of Heaven bestow.' 

He spoke : a sudden cloud his senses stole. 
And thickening darkness swam o'er all his soul ; 
His vital spark her earthly cell forsook, , 

And into air her fleeting progress took, [heard. 

Now from the throng a deafening sound was 
And all at once their various prayers preferr'd ; 
The goddess, wearied with the noisy crowd, 
Thrice waved her silver wand, and spoke aloud — 
* Our ears no more with vain petitions tire, 
But take unheard whatever you first desire.' 
She said : eachwish'd,andwhathe wish'dobtain'd : 
And wild confusion in the palace reign'd. 

But Maia, now grown senseless with delight, 
Cast on an emerald ring her roving sight ; 
And, ere she could survey the rest with care, 
Wish'd on her hand the precious gem to wear. 

Sudden the palace vanish'd from her sight. 
And the gay fabric melted into night; 
But, in its place, she view'd with weeping eyep 
Huge rocks around her, and sharp clifis arise : 
She sat deserted on the naked shore. 
Saw the curl'd waves, and heard the tempest roar ; 
Whilst on her finger shone the fatal ring, 
A weak defence from hunger's pointed sting. 
From sad remorse, from comfortless despair^ 
And all the painful family of care ! 
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Frantic with grief her rosy cheek she tdre. 
And rent her locks, her darling charge no more: 
But when the night his raven wing had spread, 
And hung with sable eyery mountain's head. 
Her tender limbs were numb'd with biting oold. 
And round her feet the curling billows rolFd ; 
With trembling arms a rifted crag she grasp'd, 
And the rough rock with hard embraces clasp'd. 

While thus she stood, and made a piercing moan, 
By chance her emerald touch'd the rugged stone; 
That moment gleam'd from heaven a golden ray, 
And taught the gloom to counterfeit die day: 
A winged youth, for mortal eyes too fair, 
Shot like a meteor through the dusky air ; 
His heavenly charms o'ercame her dazzled sight, 
And drown'd her senses in a flood of li^t; 
His sunny plumes, descending, he displayed ; 
And softly thus addressed the mournful maid — 

* Say, thou, who dost yon wondrous ring possess. 
What cares disturb thee, or what wants oppress ; 
To faithful ears disclose thy secret grief. 
And hope (so Heaven ordains) a quick reUef.' 

The maid replied, ' Ah, sacred genius ! bear 
A hopeless damsel from this land of care ; 
Waft me to softer climes and lovelier plains. 
Where nature smiles, and spring eternal reigns/ 

She spoke; and, swifter than tiie glance of 
thought. 
To a fair isle his sleeping charge he brought. 

Now morning breathed : the scented air was mfld. 
Each meadow blossom'd, and each valley smiled ; 
On every shrub the pearly dewdrops hung. 
On every branch a feather'd warbler sung ; 
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The cheerful spring her flowery chaplets wove. 
And incense-breathing gales perfumed the groye. 

The damsel rose ; and, lost in glad surprise, 
Cast round the gay expanse her opening eyes, , 
That shone with pleasure, like a starry beam^ 
Or moonlight sparkling on a silver stream. 

She thought some nymph must haunt that lovely 
scene. 
Some woodland goddess, or some fairy queen ^ 
At least she hoped in some sequester'd vale 
To hear the shepherd tell his amorous tale : 
Led by these flattering hopes, — ^from glade to glade> 
From lawn to lawn, vnth hasty steps she stray'd ; 
But not a nymph by stream or fountain stood, 
And not a fairy glided through the wood; 
No damsel wanton'd o'er the dewy flowers. 
No shepherd sung beneath the rosy bowers : 
On every side she saw vast mountainB rise, 
That thrust their daring foreheads in the skies ; 
The rocks of polish'd alabaster seem'd, 
And in the sun their lofty summits gleam'd. 
She caird aloud ; but not a voice replied, 
Save Echo babbling from the mountain's side. 

By this had night o'ercast the gloomy scene, 
And twinkling stars emblazed the blue serene ;= — 
Yet on she wander'd — till, with grief oppres»'d, 
She fell ; and, falling, smote her snowy breast : 
Now, to the heavens her guilty head she rears, 
And pours her bursting sorrow into tears; 
Then plaintive speaks — ^ Ah, fond mistaken maid ! 
How was thy mind by gilded hopes betray'dl 
Why didst thou wish for bowers and flowery hUls, 
For smiling meadows, and for purling. rills ; 
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Since on those hills no youth or damsel rorea^ 
No shepherd haunts the solitary groTes? 
Ye meads that glow vrith intermiugled dyes, 
Ye flowering palms that from yon hillocks rise, 
Ye quivering brooks that softly murmur by. 
Ye panting gales that on the branches die ; 
Ah ! why has Nature through her gay domain 
Displayed your beauties, yet display'd in vain? 
In vain, ye flowers, you boast your yemal bloom, 
And waste in barren air your fresh perfume. 
Ah ! leave, ye wanton birds, yon lonely spray ; 
Unheard you warble, and unseen you play: 
Yet stay till fate has fix'd my early doom. 
And strow with leaves a hapless damsel's tomb. 
Some grot or grassy bank shall be my bier, 
My maiden herse unwater'd with a tear.' 

Thus while she mourns, o'erwhelm'd in deep 
despair. 
She rends her silken robes and golden hair : 
Her fatal ring, the cause' of all her woes. 
On a hard rock with maddening rage she throws ; 
The gem, rebounding from the stone, displays 
Its verdant hue, and sheds refreshing rays: 
Sudden descends the Genius of the Ring, 
And drops celestial fragrance from his wing ; 
Then speaks, * Who calk me from the realms of 
Alky and I grant; command, and I obey.' [day? 
81m drank his melting words with ra^ish*d ears, 
Amd stopped the gushing current of her tears; 
TWmi kiM'd his skirts, that like a ruby glow'd, 
Aftd said, * O, bear me to my sire's abode.' 

Straight o'er her eyes a shady veil arose, 
Aad all ber mnl was bdi'd in still repose. 
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By this, with flowers the rosy-finger*d dawn 
Had spread each dewy hill and verdurous lawn ; — 
She waked ; and saw a new built tomb, that stood 
In the dark bosom of a solemn wood, [vade,-^ 
While these sad sounds her trembling ears in- 
' Beneath yon marble sleeps thy father's shade.' 
She sigh'd, she wept, she struck her pensive breast, 
And bade his urn in peaceful slumber rest. 

And now, in silence, o'er the gloomy land, 
She saw advance a slowly winding band ; [hue 
Their cheeks were veil'd, their robes of mournful 
Flow'd o'er the lawn, and swept the pearly dew; 
O'er the fresh turf they sprinkled sweet perfume, 
And strow'd with flowers the venerable tomb. 
A graceful matron walk'd before the train. 
And tuned in notes of woe the funeral strain : 
When from her face her silken veil she drew, 
The watchful maid her aged mother knew* 
0'erpower*d with bursting joy, she runs to meet 
The mourning dame, and falls before her feet. 

The matron with surprise her daughter rears. 
Hangs on her neck, and mingles tears with tears. 
Now o^er the tomb their hallowed rites the^^ pay,. 
And form with lamps an artificial day : 
Ere long the damsel reach'd her native vale, 
And told, with joyful heart, her moral tale ; 
Resign'd to Heaven, and lost to all beside. 
She lived contented, and contented died. 

SIR W. JONES. 
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HYMN TO SCIENCE. 



' O Vlte PbSlotophta Dnzl O Yirtntla Sod^alrix. cmpri* 
(Hxqae Vittoniiii.— To Urbes peperiatl ; ta iBTvntrix Legnm, 
ta iuagiilr« Moram et DiadpUiiB Mati : Ad l« c o nf M i n m , a 
le Opem peiinmt.' Cic, Tlur. 4N«k. 

Science ! thoa &ir effosiye ray 
From the great source of mental day. 

Free, generous, and refined I 
Descend with all thy treasures fraught. 
Illumine each bewilder'd thought. 

And bless my labouring mind. 

But first, with thy resistless light 
Disperse those phantoms from my sight, 

Those mimic shades of thee ; 
The scholiasts learning, sophist's cant, 
The visionary bigot's rant. 

The monk's philosophy. 

O ! let thy powerful charms impart 
The patient head, the candid heart. 

Devoted to thy sway ; 
Which no weak passions e'er mislead. 
Which still with dauntless steps proceed 

Where reason points the way. 

Give me to learn each secret cause ; 
Let number*s, figure's, motion's laws 

Reveal'd before me stand ; 
These to great Nature's scenes apply, 
And round the globe and through the sky 

Disclose her working hand. 
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Next, to thy nobler search resign'd, 
The busy, restless, human mind, 

Through every maze pursue ; 
Detect perception where it lies. 
Catch the ideas as they rise. 

And all their changes view. 

8ay from what simple springs began 
The yast ambitious thoughts of man, 

Which range beyond control, 
Which seek eternity to trace. 
Dive through the' infinity of space. 

And strain to grasp the whole. 

Her secret stores let Memory tell, 
Bid Fancy quit her fairy cell. 

In all her colours dress'd ; 
While, prompt her sallies to control. 
Reason, the judge, recalls the soul 

To Truth's severest test. 

Then launch through being's wide extent ; 
Let the fair scale with just ascent 

And cautious steps be trod; 
And from the dead, corporeal mass 
Through each progresmre order pass 

To instinct, /eason, God! 

Ther^, Science ! veil thy daring eye ; 
Nor dive too deep, nor soar too high, 

In that divine abyss; 
To Faith content thy beams to lend. 
Her hopes.to' assure^ her steps befiriend, 

And light her way lo bliss. 
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Then downward take thy flight again. 
Mix with the policies of men 

And social Nature's ties ; 
The plan, the genius of each state^ 
Its interest and its powers relate. 

Its fortunes and its rise. 

Through private life pursue thy cooi^y 
Trace every action to its source. 

And means and motives weigh : 
tHit tempers, passions in the scale ; 
Mark what degrees in each prevail, 

And fix the 4oubtful sway. 

That last best effort of thy skill, 
To form the life and rule the will. 

Propitious power ! impart : 
Teach me to cool my passions' fires. 
Make me the judge of my desires, 
- The master of my heart. 

Raise me above the vulgar's breath. 
Pursuit of fortune, fear of death. 

And all in life that 's mean : 
Still true to reason be my plan. 
Still let my actions speak the man. 

Through every various scene. 

Hail ! queen of manners, light of truth ; 
Hail ! charm of age, and guide of youth ; 

Sweet refuge of distress : 
In business, thou ! exact, polite ; 
Thou gives! retireiiienl \\& d^Vk^Vi^ 

Proepeiity its grace. 
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Of wealth, power, freedom, thou the cause ; 
Foundress of order, cities, laws, ^ 

Of arts inyentress thou ! 
Without thee, what were humankind? 
How vast their wants, their thoughts how blind ! 

Their joys how mean ! how few ( 

Sun of the soul ! thy beams unveil ! 
Let others spread the daring sail 

On Fortune's faithless sea : 
While, undeluded, happier I 
From the vain tumult timely fly, ^ 

And sit in peace with thee. 

AKENSIDE. 



THE CONCLUDING 

SENTENCE OF BERKELEY'S SIRIS, 

■ 

IMITATED. 

Before thy mystic altar, heavenly Truth, 
I kneel in manhood, as I knelt in youth : 
Thus let me kneel till this dull form decay. 
And life's last shade be brighten'd by thy ray : 
Then shall my soul, now lost in clouds below^ 
Soar without bound, without consuming glow*. 

SIR W. JONES. 

* These lines were written by Sir William JoDes in Berke- 
ley's Siris ; they are. in fact, a beantifal version pf the last pen* 
tcnce of the Siris, amplified and adapted to bimrelf: * He that 
woald make a real progress in knowledge must dedicate his 
age as well as yooth.the latter growth as well as the ftnt €cuit»^ 
at the altar of Truih.' 
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ROME. 

IMITATED FROM JANUS VITAUS. 

Go then to Rome ! and hope in Rome to find 
The Rome thy classics pictured to thy mind ! 
Ask, disappointed, where the wonder lies? 
And hail the imperial ruin with thy sighs ! 
Those walls, those massive fragments, dark with 
Those coloseums crumbling into dust, [rust, 

Those are thyRome ! See,frowning from the ground, 
Her very ashes breathe a menace round ! 
Imperial mistress of a conquered world. 
Her last destruction at herself she hurlM ; 
Now the sole index of the Roman name 
Is Tyber, still in motion, still the same. 
Learn hence the paradox of Fortune's reig^, 
The fix'd are gone; the' unsteady still remain. 

ANONTMOUS. 



ON THE DEATH OF A POOR IDIOT. 

Who, helpless, hopeless being, who 
Shall strew a flower upon thy grave ? 

Or who from mute Oblivion's power 
Thy disregarded name shall save? 

Honour and wealth and learning's store 

The votive urn remembers long; 
And even the ^ annals of the poor' 

Live in the bard's immortal song. 

But a blank stone best stories thee. 

Whom wealth nor sense nor fame could find ; 
Poorer than aught beside we see, 

A human form without a mind. 
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A casket gemless ! yet for thee 

Pity suspends the tender wail, 
For Reason shall a moral see, 

While Memory paints the simple tale. 

Yes, it shall paint thy hapless form^ 

Clad decent in its nisset weed ; 
Happy in aimless wandering's charmy 

And pleased thy father's flock to feed. 

With vacant, reckless smile thou borest^ 

Patient, the scoffer's cruel jest; 
With unfix'd gaze could pass it o'er, 

And turn it pointless from thy breast. 

Though language was forbid to trace 

The' unform'd chaos of thy mind. 
And thy rude sound no ear could guess, 

But through parental instinct kind. 

Yet close to every human form 

Clings imitation, mystic power ! 
And thou wert fond and proud .to own 

The school-time's regulated hour. 

And o'er the mutilated page 

Mutter the mimic lesson's tone ; 
And, ere the schoolboy's task was said, 

Brought ever and anon thine own; 

And many a truant boy would seek. 

And drag reluctant to his place ; 
And oft the master's solemn rule 

Would mock with grave and apt grimace. 

And every guileless heart would love 
A nature so estranged from wrong. 

And every infant would protect 
Thee from the passing traveller's tongue. 




n. 

Tbf primad yjj was flIiD to be 

Wihere bohr ooDgTcsBtiaBS boir; 
ftsfft ID wild trun^Hiit mhim tbey sbbs* 

And n^n tbej pnv'cl, ^nmid bead tbee low. 

Oh Nature^ whcifju c ' er iboii art, 
Some latent wonhip still is tlieie; 

Bliish^ ye whose form, without a heart. 
The Idiot's plea can nercr shaip. 

Poor gnileless thing! Thee eighteen years 

Parental cares had reared alone; 
Then, lest thoa e'er shool^ want their care, 

Heaven took thee spodiS» to its own. 

Full many a watching eye of love 
Thy sickness and thy death did cheer. 

Though Reason weeps not, she allows 
The instinct of a parent's tear. 

Poor guileless thing ! forgot by men. 

The hillock's all remains of thee ; 
Tis all thoQ art to mortal ken, 

But Faith beyond the grave can see. 

For what a burst of mind shall glow 
When, disencumbered of this clod. 

Thou, who on earth couldst nothing know, 
Shalt rise to comprehend thy God ! 

Oh ! could thy spirit teach ns now 

Full many a truth the gay might learn ; 

The value of a blameless life 

Full many a sinner might discern. 

Yes, they might learn who waste their time 

What it must be to know no sin ; 
Thf y who pollute the soul's sweet prime, 

Whitt lo be ^otlesB pure witiiin. 
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Go ! then, and seek her humble grave, 

All ye who sport in folly's ray, 
And, as the gale the grass shall wave, 

List to a voice that seemS' to say<— - 

^ Tis not the measure of thy povrers 
To which the* eternal meed is given ; 

^s wasted or improved hours 
That forfeit or secure thy heaven !' 

AKONYMCK^S. 



THE MORALIST. 



Thames with crystal face, 
Whose waters visit as they stray 
The hamlets where the shepherds play, 

And seats that princes grace ; 
O Thames, still let me by thy stream 
Waste life away in pleasing dream. 

Not where thy wave beside 
The city rears her turrets proud. 
And the mad tumult of the crowd 

Resounds along thy tide, 
O ! let not there my youth pursue 
False joys that sober age will rue. 

Nor where thy bank along 
Some princely villa crowns the plain. 
Whose gilded halls the glittering traiD 

Of courtly flatterers throng^ 
O, see me not there by the wave. 
Of show and idle state the slave. 

VOL. I. p p 
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But where thy aUyer springs 
Through namekas ^alet their anootfi wiy ttke,. 
Ere yet the shepherd they forsake. 

To seek the seats of kbigs; 
O Thames, there let me rear my bower, 
And deck it round with many a flower. 

There like thy noiseless tide. 
Which steals so softly through the vale 
That oh the bank the poplar pale 

Hears not the current gfide, 
So noiseless let my secret day 
Among the green woods slide away. 

And as thy waters flow. 
Not to annoy the simple swain. 
His cot, his fold, or ripening grain. 

But blessings to bestow. 
So may I mark my silent way. 
By scattering blessings where I stray. 

Smoothly the years shall pass, 
Nor shall I know that envious Time 
Has stolen away my youthful prime, 

Till taught by thy clear glass; 
Till in thy crystal wave I trace 
The roses withering on my face-. 

Along thy margent green, 
The gentle Muses oft at mom. 
In garb by rural virgin worn. 

Shall round my bower be seen ; 
Then shall they place me in their ranks. 
And lead me to their fkvourite banks. 
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Let not the MuBes crown 
With laurel wreath my tender head, 
Nor round my humble temples spread 

The palm that yields renown; 
But round my brow a garland twine 
Of roses by diy stream that shine* ' 

Nor let the Muses bring 
To grace my hand the sounding shelly 
Nor bid me with loud measures sweB 

The trumpet by thy spring ; 
But let them bear to me at mom 
The reed that on thy bank is bom. 

Softly the reed shall blow, 
And thy clear springs shall love the strain, 
And waft it to the simple swain 

Who haunts the vales below ; 
But O ! beyond the shepherd's bounds, 
O ! waft not, Thames, its artless sounds. 

Oft by thy watery glass. 
With sober locdcs and pensive eye, 
Beneath the poplars will I lie. 

Along the smooth green grass, 
Wrapt in soft thought and musing deep, 
While on thy waves my eye I keepi 

There if I chance to mark 
The downward sky in thy dear stream. 
Now brighf with many a golden gleam, 

With sudden shades now dark, 
O ! life, then wUl I say, and sigh, 
Thy Uuce is likest io that sky. 




li^ bending o*er liM tariMk,. . ' -. ^ 

IMectingstiie giy bank^ irldch ij 
Onr graspy then win I tUnk, 

H<^1 lif flaw ftiU ehantn oor MfgU • 
With liowen 10 fiaftUMi mdw bright. 

Or if Mnne alder tell . : / 

1 mark, ttat lAadM tliee cihi tbe atoq^ 
Beneaft fHioae root -dilf waten eioep^ 

And silent igirge ita fidl; 
O Greatneaaf I will-weep finr tibee. 
For thou moit fiOl like that fldr tvee. . . 

Thna will I nraiing lie, 
TiU the bright aim wifhdiinri hk bem, 
nil in thy waTe-the moonlight gleam 

And glittering atari I spjy 
Then riae and woo the birds that ateep 
Their song in tears, to soothe my sleep. 

Long in the secret grore, 
Where thus the breath of mom I taste. 
Where thus the eyening hour. I Waste, 

O Thames, long winding tore, 
To mark the soft and smooth .delights 
Of rural days and rural nights. 

Then gently take thy way, 
And as thy silrer waters glide 
Where stately cities crow^ thy side. 

Or courts tlieir pride display, 
Mark if a man more bless'd than me 
Thy baiika ami^^^a^ bright scenes see. , 
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THE EIGHTH SERMON OF BARROW. 

1786. 

As meadows parch'd, brown groves, and wither- 
ing flowers 
Imbibe the spiurkling dew and genial showers; 
As chill dark air inhales the morning beam ; 
As thirsty harts enjoy the gelid stream ; 
Thus to man*s grateful soul from heaven descend. 
The mercies of his Father, Lord, and Friend 1 

Sm W. JONB8. 



SELF KNOWLEDGE. 

There is a wisdom man may learn at home. 
In his own breast, even in the privacy 
Of solitude and self-communion : 
Instructions, which the workings of hiB heart 
Midst daily scenes, or in the silent hour, 
When musing on his bed, will better teach 
Than schools or books or learned seminaries, 
Of ancient or of modem fame ! No need 
That such a one should traverse half the globe 
To know what's call'd the trorid ; veith curious eye 
To mark its customs, manners, toils, pursuits, 
Its frauds, conventions, broils, and jealousies ; 
Its selfishness and pride, which have no bounds, 
That, worse than famine, jiestilence, or sword, 
iDesolate earth, and of this garden of Qod 
Make a bare waste and barren wUdemess I 




He not nmembtoi tiiote hue tnMtkmn 
Who comyn io audi— d, ia Ji^li^»i^y^■ol^ 
Aiid oft in perili, for no rigbteoui QMHe,, 
Not for the lore of God or man, bat hiiif4 
Of fildiy lucre: His aw nobler ninMi — 
The means of hie impnnrement lie at hand 
Witidn a neaser etide, and he reads -'^ "- 

The map of life, and nnderatanda it wefl. 
With half flie paint tiiat nfOmn take to pMtii < 
How Utfle they hare leam'dy or of themadvelji 
Or of tliehr br etli re n of mankind. He ne'eir 
Wander'd to difetant eHmea to bomf# thenoer' 
OphiiiDnay fiuddonay' dreM; nor TiaitBd 
1!he eonrtf ef princes, saw their lereea^ eat 
With great ones in-tiiafar halla of state, nor wca 
On foreign aniNUMy, with pomp and train 
And nnmeroos retinae, to fonn tte leagues 
Of peace or war. More studious he to know 
Himself; to scan the nature, diaracter. 
And motiyes of his acti(Mui, to weigh well 
Their consequenees, and sum up the amount. 
He has a world wUkm, where most he liveSn 
Nor yet by narrow limits circumscribed. 
The world of reason, loiowledge, the wide ranf 
Of intellect, the empire of the mind ! 
And, midst the calm of cool collected thought. 
He meditates the noblest purposes, 
Such as may benefit the public weal. 
And closer knit the ties of social man 
In blessed concord and sweet sympathy ! 
NiMT boasts he greater state than he who sways 
His passions well ; who curiM liis lieadstrong w£ 
And, with an absolute rule, over himself 
Keigns undisputed V»dl Sublime he tits 
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With sceptred Reason on her star-girt throne. 

And looking down, with calm composure, hears 

The hubbub and the din, the busy stir 

And turmoil of the world, and smiles serene. 

He is a landmark to the present age; 

And to the generations yet to come 

He leaves a monument of his own worCh, 

That shall outlive the pompous sepulchres 

Where kings enshrine their dust. Nor chance, 

nor &te, 
Nor lapse of time, nor mortal circumstance 
Shall waver his fix'd resolution, 
Nor tempt his feet to deviate firom the path 
Of rectitude ; while in his daily course 
He presses forward towards the glorious priie 
Of immortality ; advancing still 
In knowledge, virtue, and the love of God. 

RBV. J. WHTTBHOOSE. 



LINES 
ON VISITING A SCENE IN ARGYLE8HIRE. 

At the silence of twUighf s oontemplatiYe hour, 

I have mused in a sorrowful mood 
On the vnnd shaken weeds th^t embosom the bow^r 

Where the home of my forefathers stood. 
All ruin'd and wild is their roofless abode. 

And lonely the dark raven's sheltering tree> 
And travel'd by few is the grass-cover'd road, 
Where the hunter of deer and the warrior trode. 

To his hills that encircle the sea. 



i 
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Yet wandering I found, on my ruinous walk, 

By the dial-stone aged and green. 
One Rose of the wilderness left on its stalk, 

To mark where a garden had been: 
lake a brotfaerless hermit, the last of its race. 

All wild in the silence of nature, it drew 
From each wandering sunbeam a loaiely embAioe; 
For the nightweed and thorn oyershadow'd the 
place 

Where the flower of my fore&thers grew. 

Sweet Bud of the wilderness i emblem of all 

That survives in this desolate hearti 
The fobric of bliss to its centre may fall ! 

But Patience shall never de^iart— * 
Though the wilds of enchantment, all venial and 
bright, 

In the days of delusion by fancy combined 
With the vanishing phantoms of love and delight, 
Abandon my soul like a dream of the night. 

And leave but a desert behind. 

Be hush'd, my dark spirit ! for Wisdom condemns 

When the faint and the feeble deplore ; 
Be strong as the rock of the ocean that stems 

A thousand wild waves on the shore — 
Through the perils of Chance and Hie scowl of 
Disdain 

May thy front be unalter'd, thy courage elate! 
Ah, even the name I have worship'd in vain 
Shall awake not the sigh of remembrance again! 

To bear is to conquer our fate ! 

CAMPBELL. 
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INSCRIBED BENEATH THE PICTURE 

OF AN ASS. 

Meek animal, whose simple mien 
Provokes the' insulting brow of spleen 
To mock the melancholy trait 
Of patience in thy front displayed, 
But thy Great Author fitly so portray'd, 
To character the sorrows of thy fate; 
Say, heir of misery, what to thee 
Is life ? a long, long gloomy stage 
Through the sad vale of labour and of pain I 
No pleasure hath thy youth, no rest thine age^ 
Nor in the vasty round of this terrei^e 
Hast thou a friend to set thee free. 
Till Death, perhaps too late, 
In the dark evening of thy cheerless day. 
Shall take thee, fainting on thy way. 
From the rude storm of unresisted hate. 

Yet dares the' erroneous crowd to mark 
With folly thy despised race, 
The' ungovernable pack, who bark 
With impious howUngs in Heaven's awful fac^> 
If e'er on their impatient head 
Affliction's bitter shower is shed. 

But 'tis the weakness of thy kind 
Meekly to bear the' inevitable sway ; 
The wisdom of the human mind 
Is to murmur and obey» 

ItEV. W. CBOVnS, 
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THE DIROE. . . . 

What is tite* cnrktoww nf man*! Ufie, 
Bat open war or thmiber^d atrUb; 
Where ajckiieaa to hto penae pieaanti 
Tlie oombat af tlie eleoieiita; 
, And nerer leela a perfoet peace 

Till Dealii's oold band idgna Ua releuiB 

It is a atom, wbere the hot blood 
Outvies in rage Ae boittBg flood; 
And each looaopaaaknof the ndad 
Is like a ftnioiia gnat of whMiy 
^firhksh bealB hia bail: wUh vamf % ww 
Till he caata anchor in the gniTe. 

It is a flower^ which budi^ and gtowi. 
And withers as the leaves dlsdoae ; 
Whose spring and fall &int seasona kec 
like fits oif waking before sleep ; 
Then shrinks into that fatal mould 
Where its first being was enroll'd. 

It is a dream, whose seeming tmtfa 
Is moralized in age and youth ; 
Where all the comforts he can share 
As wandering as his fancies are ; 
Till in a mist of dark decay 
The dreamer vanish quite away. 

It is a dial, which points out 
The sunset, as it moves about; 
And shadows out in lines of night 
The subUe steles of time's flight; 
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Till all obscuring earth hath laid 
The body in perpetual shade. 

It is a weary interlude^ 
Which doth short joys, long woes include ; 
The world the stage, the prologue tears, 
The acts vain hopes and varied fears ; 
The scene shuts up with loss of breach, 
And leaves no epitaph but death. 

H. KING. 



AN EPODE 

FROM A CHORUS IN THE UNFINISHED TRAGEDY OP 

80HRAB. 

What Power, beyond all powers elate. 

Sustains this universal frame ? 

'Tis not nature, 'tis not fate, 

Tia not the dance of atoms blind, 

Ethereal space, or subtile flame; 

No ; 'tis one vast eternal mind. 

Too sacred for an earthly name ! 

He forms, pervades, directs the whole ; 

Not like the macrocosm's imaged soul. 

But provident of endless good. 

By ways nor seen nor understood. 

Which e'en His angels vainly might explore. 

High their highest thoughts above, 

Truth, wisdom, justice, mercy, love. 

Wrought in His heavenly essence, blase and soar. 

Mortals who His glory seek. 

Rapt in contemplation meek. 

Him fear. Him trust. Him venerate. Him adore ! 

sot W. JONES. 



i 
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X4UiMt Ikt^ Ji!TiiBiia» if 4k {9nHtz 
W'iMTt: tkat i«aa. flkiPi;. -3iK%D ^k" -OB- lAiA fBf . 

Ami Mil j^ 
H¥t IfH f*mr htar 

im tk4^ ff^MKp of jour pioad 

Aa4 tthtmld the prcMsft iattoj write 
A ^UnitnM epitafh^ the wise 
Wm miy iha poet's wit here fies. 

Httw rtMfoetltd to &te 
Will ip'ow the aged villager^ 

Whiin he shall see your fdneral state f 
Miiiee death will him as warm inter 
A» you in your gay sepulchre. 

Tlie great decree of God 
Mukes every path of mortals lead 

To this dark common period*. 
*J>' what by-ways soe'er we tread, 
WW fmd our Journey 'mong the dead< 

'^'h* pMkt of glory iMd bnt to Uie graye. Grmy. 
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E'en I, while humble zeal 
Makes fancy a sad truth indite, 

Insensible away do steal : 
And when I'm lost in death's cold night. 
Who will remember now I write? 

HABIN6T0N. 



TIMES GO BY TURNS. 

The lopped tree in time may grow again, 

Most naked plants renew both fruit and flower ; 

The sorriest wight may find release of pain, 
The driest soil suck in some moistening shower : 

Time goes by turns, and chances change by course, 

From foul to fair, from better hap to worse. 

The sea of Fortune doth not ever flow ; 

She draws her favours to the lowest ebb : 
Her tides have equal times to come and go ; 

Her loom doth weave the fine and coarsest web : 
No joy so great but runneth to an end. 
No hap so hard but may in fine amend. 

Not always fall of leaf, nor ever spring, 
Not endless night, yet not eternal day : 

The saddest birds a season find to sing. 
The roughest storm a calm may soon allay : 

Thus, with succeeding turns, God tempereth all, 

That tnan may hope to rise, yet fear to fall. 

A chance may win that by mischance was lost ; 

The net^that holds no great takes little fish ; 
In some things all, in all things none are crossed ; 

Few all they need, but none have all they wish. 
Unmingled joys here to no man befall ; 
Who least,, hath some ; who most, hath never all. 



i 



STANZAS. 

A BBAM of tranquiimy miled ia die in 
TIm ilotBit of tiM MonuBjf ponoMl m 

And tfie waTOtWiiile it w d ooawd thu a n i 
Still kearedy ai remembering ills tliat i 

Serenely my heart took Ae Inie of Hie I 
Its psaeions wens aleeping, wem an 
dead. 

And the spirit beealm'd biit remenAi 
As tlie bUlcrw the fcree of ^ gale thirt 

I thought of tiie days what to pleasure 
My heart erer granted a wish or a ilj 

When the saddest emotion my bosom hft 
Was pity for Uiose who were wiser tl 

I felt how the pure intellectual lire 
In luxury loses its heavenly ray ; 

How soon, in the layishing cup of desir 
The pearl of the soul may be melted 

And I pray'd of that spirit that lighted 
That pleasure no more might its piiri' 

And that sullied but little, or brightly I 
I might give back the gem I had borrow 

The thought was ecstatic ! I felt as if fi 
Had already the wreath of eternity s 

As if, passion all chasten'd and error fo 
My heart had begun to be purely its 

I look'd to the west, and the beautiful i 
Which morning had clouded was cl 
more: 

' Oh, thus,' I exclaimM, ^ can a hearen 
Shedlightoa thit «o^ that was darken' 
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THE LEADING STRING. 

Guide of my wajrward steps, when young desin 
Caught the fiist spark of Emulation's fire 
(Whose genial power, enkindling as it ran, 
Raised life to sense, to reason, and to man), 
Still, still my soul in memory's inmost cell, 
\¥liere images most dear, most sacred dwell, 
With willing gratitude retains, reTeres 
Thy faithful service to my weakest years! 

Oft as my thoughts recall those early days. 
Thy gentle aid deserves my warmest praise; 
By thee at once directed and sustained. 
Unhurt I roved where countless dangers reign'd ; 
Where else, each petty pebble had overthrown 
A helpless wanderer in a world unknown. 

Beneath a thousand forms reflection shows 
Combining perils, hardships, pains, and woes : 
O ! baneful influence, every moment spread 
In varied terrors o'er an infant's head ; 
Whom still, alike unconscious, unalarm'd. 
The plain invited, and the desert charm*d ; 
Whose heedless foot with equal haste had trod 
The fatal precipice and flowery road ; 
Who, fondly rash, no other object knew 
Than what each changing trifle set to view; — 
Tired of the present, fond of that which flies ; 
Still prone to fall, and impotent to rise. 

Even now I tremble at the* affecting scene : — 
Be firm, my soul ! — What can this transport mean 1 
Hark ! on mine ear some sound more awful breaks ! 
^is no illusion! 'tis the Muse that speaks. 
' My son !' she says, * if thus thine heart, aghast^ 
Starts at the little snares thy childhood 9«M*d^: 
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Think, think what dangers wait tiiee now! for 
Thou'rt still an infant in a world of woe : [know 
Still in thy way Vice, Vani^, Disgrace 
Spread the broad net that will obetmct tliy race; 
Conceal the rock that tempts widi qpectous show 
Thy foot, to plunge thee in the' abyss below; 
Haste thee, prepare thee for the' unequal strife, 
And take from me the leading strings of Life. 
Be Virtue first thy care, thy wish, thy aim ; 
Her rules thy standard, her applause thy fiime : 
To her thy steps let fiBdr Discretion lead ; 
Let Truth inspire thy thought and crown thy deed ; 
Let sage Experience guide thy hand and Toice; 
Be slow to choose, but constant in thy choioe; 
To Mercy's dictates open all thy breast! — 
Be good — and Heayen will teach thee to be bless'd. 

BISHOP. 



THE LEAF. 



We all do fide as a leaf. Isaimk hdw. 6* 

See the leaves around us falling. 
Dry and wither'd, to the ground ; 

Thus to thoughtless mortals calling 
In a sad and solemn sound> — 

Sons of Adam, once in Eden, 
Blighted when like us he fell, 

Hear the lecture we are reading^ 
Tis, alasl the truth we tell. 

Virgins, much, too much presuming 
On your boasted white and red. 

View us, late in beauty blooming, 
Numbered now among the dead. 
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Griping misers, nightly waking, 

See the end of all yoar care ; 
Fled on wings of our own making, 

We have left our owners bare. 

Sons of honour, fed on praises, 
Fluttering high in fancied worth, 

Lo ! the fickle air, that raises. 
Brings us down to parent Earth. 

Learned sophs, in systems jaded. 

Who lor new ones daily call. 
Cease, at length, by us persuaded, ^ 

Ereiy leaf must have its fall ! 

Youths, though yet no losses grieve you. 

Gay in health and manly grace. 
Let not cloudless skies deceive you. 

Summer gives to autumn place. 

Venerable sires, grovni hoary, 

Hither turn the' unwilling eye, 
Think, amid your falling glory. 

Autumn tells a winter nigh. 

Yearly in our course returning. 

Messengers of shortest stay. 
Thus we preach this truth concerning, 

* Heaven and earth shall pass away.' 

On the Tree of Life eternal, 

Man, let all thy hope be staid. 
Which alone, for ever vernal, 

Bears a leaf that shall not fade. 

BISHOP HORNE. 



VOL. I. R R 



i 



■nsAcn. FARTn. 

VERSES TO A FRIEND. 



LatMwi v «BBi 1 JETiT. 



Ah friend, we tread tbe downward road ! 

The Tale of life extends below. 
By age, with leaden footstep trode. 

And sprinkled o'er with locks of snow. 

There, Winter's icy sceptre rear'd. 
Around, in pale assemblage, stand 

The time-worn cheek, the silver beard. 
The shrinking limbs, the palsied hand. 

An move in sight; and, while they hail 
Our near approach, witiiin the shade 

Dim lights that glimmer through the Teil 
Disclose the mansions of the dead. 

When Memory- o'er the bnsy past 

Rolls back her eye, what forms are shown! 
Young airy shapes, too gay to last ; 

A scene of bright illusion^ — gone ! 

The freaks of Innocence, the play 
Of Youth, that with lAte passing hour 

Skims, like the bee, from spray to spray. 
And sucks the sweets of erery flower : 

At these, that tell of former days. 

Trembling with age and bent with care. 

We shake our heads ; yet fondly gaze. 
And envy joys we cannot share. 
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Then forward let us dart our sight 
Beyond the forms by Fancy brought; 

Nor sink within the double night 
Of helpless age and gloomy thought 




Together let us stem the tide^ 

On Hope's light bark in triumph borne ; 
And mark, rejoicing, as we* glide 

Through night, the' effulgent rays of mom. 

Together let us break the force, 

With Hope, our guardian and our friend, 
Of ills combined to check our course. 

Or blackening clouds that veil its end. 

With philosophic calm, the fate> 
Be ours, to meet our final doom; 

While she expands yon orient gate. 
And points at scenes beyond the tomb ! 

DR. OGILYIE. 



A REFLECTION AT SEA. 

See how, beneath the moonbeam*s smile, 
Yon little billow heayes its breast. 

And foams and sparkles for a while, 
And murmuring then subsides the rest. 

Thus man, the sport of bliss and care. 

Rises on Time's eventful sea; 
And, having swell'd a moment there^ 

Thus melts into eternity ! 

T. MOORE. 



n. 



How short is lile*s mcertain 

Alas! how quickly done! 
How swift the wild precarious 
And yet bow difficult tte race! 

How Tery hard to mn! 

YoDth stops at first its wiUnl ears 

To Wisdom's prudent voice ; 
Till now arrired to riper years. 
Experienced Age worn oot with cazea 
Repents its earlier choice. 

\l1iat though its prospects now appear 

So pleasing and refined; 
Yet groundless hope and anxious fear 
By tarns the busy moments share. 

And prey upon the mind. 

Since then false joys our fJEuicy cheat 

With hopes of real bliss ; 
Ye guardian powers that role my fate. 
The only wish that I create 

Is all comprised in this. 

May I tiiroagh life*s uncertain tide 

Be still from pain exempt; 
May all my wants be still supplied, 
My state too low to' admit of pride, 

And yet abore contempt. 

But should your Providence divine 

A greater bliss intend, 
May all those blessings you design 
(If e'er those blessings shall be mine) 

Be centred in a friend. 
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TO A BOY WITH A WATCH. 

Is^it not sweet, beloved youth! 

To rove throtkgh Erudition's bowers, 
And cull the golden fruits of Truth, 

And gather Fancy's golden flowers ? 

And is it not more sweet Hian this. 
To feel thy parents* hearts approving, 

And pay them back in sums of bliss 
The dear, the endless debt of loving ? 

It must be so to thee, my youth ; 

With this idea toil is lighter ; 
This sweetens all the fruits of Truth, 

And makes the flowers of Fancy brighter ! 

The little gift we send thee, boy, 

May sometimes teach thy soul to ponder, 

If indolence or siren joy 

Should ever tempt thy soul to wander. 

'Twill tell thee that the winged day 

Can ne'er be chain*d by man's endeavour ; 

That life and time shall fade away. 

While heaven and virtue bloom for ever ! 

T. MOORE. 



A CATHOLIC HYMN. 

Opinion rules the human state, 

And domineers in every land : 
Shall sea or moimtain separate 

Whom God hath join'd in Nature's band? 
Dwell they hi off*, or dwell they near, 
They're all my fother's children dear* 

i 



Lend me the bright wings of the mom. 
That I from hence amy take mty flight 

From Cancer onto Capricom, 

Far swifter than the lamp of night : 

Where'er my winged aoul doth fly 

All's fiur and lorely in mine eye. 

Featores and coloncs of the hair. 

These all do meet in harmony ; 
The black, the brown, the red, the fiur. 

All tinctures of Tariety : 
In nngle simple lore alone 
These Tarioos cohmrs are but one. 

In the' phlegmatic I sweetness find. 
The melancholy, graTe, and wise ; 

The sangnine, merry to my mind ; 
From choler iames of lore arise : 

In single simple love alone 

All these complexions are bat one. 

The nightingale doth neyer say 

(Though he be king of melody) 
Unto the cuckoo or the jay. 

Why sing yoa not so sweet as If 
Each tones his harp in love alone 
These yarioos notes are all but one. 

* * « * 

With open arms let me embrace 

The Heathen, Christian, Turk, or Jew, 

The loyely and deformed face, 
The sober and the jovial crew. 

In single simple lore alone 

Ail forms and features are but one. 

• • • • AMomnioa 
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STUDIES BY THE SEA. 

Ah ! wherefore do the incurious say, 

That this stupendous ocean wide 
No change presents from day to day, 

Save only the alternate tide ; 
Or save when gales of summer glide 
Across the lightly crisped wave ; 
Or when against the cliff's rough side, 
As equinoctial tempests rave, 
It wildly bursts, overwhelms the deluged strand, 
Tears down its bounds, and desolates the land ? 

He who with more inquiring eyes 
' Doth this extensive scene survey 
Beholds innumerous changes rise. 

As various vrinds its surfacb sway ; 
Now o'er its heaving bosom play 

Small sparkling waves of silvery gleam; 
And as they lightly glide away 

Illume with fluctuating beam 
The deepening aurge, green as the dewy com 
That undulates in April's breezy mom. 

The far off waters then assume 

A glowing amethystine shade. 
That changing like the peacock's plume 

Seems in celestial blue to fade ; 
Or paler, colder hues of lead, 

As lurid vapours float on high. 
Along the raffling billows spread, 
While darkling lours the threatening sky; 
And the small scatter'd barks, with outspread 

shrouds, • 
Catch the long gleams that fall beii«ath.\bfe ^^lora^^^ ^t 
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Then day's bright star with blunted rays 

Seems struggling through the sea-fog pale, 
And doubtful in the heavy haze 

Is dimly seen the nearing sail ; 
Till from the land a fresher g^e 

Disperses the white mist> and clear^ * 
As melts away the gauzy reil. 

The sun-reflecting wares appear ; 
So brighter genuine virtue seems to rise 
From Envy's dark invidious calumnies. 

What glories on the sim attend. 

When the full tides of evening flow. 
Where in still-ohanging beauty blend 

With amber light the opal's glow ; 
While in the east the diamond bow 

Rises in virgin lustre bright ; 
And from the horijson seems to throw 

A partial line of trembling light 
To the hush'd shore ; and all the tranquil deep 
Beneath the modest moon is soothed to sleep. 

Forgotten then the thundering break 

Of waves that in the tempest rise^ 
The fallen cliff, the shatter'd vnreck. 

The howling blast, the sufferer's cries ; 
For soft the breeze of evening sighs. 

And murmuring seems in Fancy's ear 
To whisper fairy lullabies, 

That tributary waters biear 
From precipices, dark with piny woods. 
And inland rocks and heathy solitudes. 

Th% vast encircling seas vrithin 

What endless swarms of cveatures hide 

Of bumish'd scale and spiny fin ! 
These providential instincts guide, 
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And bid them know the amraal tide, 

When from iinfathom'd waved, that swell 
Beyond Fuego's stonny side, 

They come, to eheer the tribes th^t dwell 
In Boreal climes ; and through his half year's night 
Give to the Lapland savage food and light: 

« From cliffs that pierce the northern sky, 
Where eagles rear their sanguine brood,. 
With long awaiting patient eye, 

Baffled by many a sailing cloud, 
The Highland native marks the flood, 

. Till bright the quickening billows roll. 
And hosts of seabirds, clamouring loud. 
Track with wild wing the welcome shoal, « 
Swift o'er the animated current sweep. 
And bear their silver captives from the; deep. 

Sons of the North ! your streamy vales 

With no rich sheaves rejoice and sing ;• 
Her flowery robe no fruit conceals. 

Though sweetiy smile your tardy spriilg ; 
Yet every mountain^ clothed with ling. 

Doth from its purple brow survey 
Your busy sails, that ceaseless bring 

To the broad frith and sheltering bay 
Riches, by Heaven's parental power supplied,— * 
The harvest of the far embracing tide. 

And where those fractured mountains lift 
O'er the blue wave their towering, crest, 

Each salient ledge and hollow cleft ■ 
To sea fowl give a rugged nest. 
VOL. I. s s 



Sl# Mwiiwr ■enucit.' fabt n. 

Bat witk iMtlMHw ]in«<iB dMM< 

TfcaBtJftr^i^dwwniycraile; wli ei e 
Hie modier-bird Imt gtoaiy btiaat 
DvfotBti andy wMl imtwiMd gfp 
And pin»o!<Mii bgioM, ■I«b» the toHing wmm 
That ten Toiaid tiie teoBpeftMwi Oicade0« - 



From htA^^y/rbieimat riwrideribg iBMe geooBt, 
Aiid clcrad-oapp^d heacflaiida^ eteep asd berej 
Sdiifl of tiie North ! your Tentumw toUa 

Collect your poor and scanty fare.. 
Urged bj impefioiu Want, yon dnse 

Scale the loose oUffithere gannelt.lBldey 
Or, acaroe aupeodedy in tka air . 
» Bang perilooa; i^ liina pfNifidie 
The soft Tokaptnona cooehy which, not aeenraa 
To Laxiurf'a panqper'd miniona deep like ymm*. 

Revolying still, the waves that now 

Jnst ripple on the level shore 
Have borne perchance the Indian's prow. 

Or half oongeal'd, mid ice rocks hoar. 
Raved to the Walrus* hcdlow roar ; 

Or have, by currents swift, convey'd 
To the cold coast of Labrador 

The relics of the tropic shade ; 
And to the wondering Esquimaux have shown 
Leaves of strange shape,and fruits unlike their own 

No more then let the' incurious say. 
No change this world of water shows. 

But as the tides the moon obey. 
Or tempests rave, or calms repose.-^ 
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Show them, its bounteous breast bestows 

On myriads life ; and bid them see 
In every wave that circling flows 
Beauty and use and harmony — v 
Works of the Power Supreme, who pour'd the flood 
Round the green peopled earth, and calVd it goodi 

CHARLOTTE SMITH. 



THE SWALLOW. 



The gorse is yellow on the heath, 

The banks with speedwell flowers are gay, 
The oaks are budding, and beneath 
The hawthorn soon will bear the wreath. 

The silver wreath of May. 

The welcome guest of settled spring. 
The swallow, too is come at last; 

Just at sunset, when thrushes sing, 

I saw her dash with rapid wing. 
And haird her as she pass'd. 

Come, summer visitant, attach 

To my reed roof your nest of clay, 
And let my ear your music catch. 
Low twittering undenieatii the thatch 
At the gray dawn of day. 

As fables tell, an Indian sage. 

The Hindostani woods among, 
Could, isL his desert hermitage. 
As if 'twere markM in written page. 

Translate the wild bird*s %fm%. 
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I wish I did his power possess, 

That I might learn, fleet bird, from thee, 
What our vain systems only guess. 
And know from what wide wilderness 

You came across the sea. 

1 would a little while restrain 

Your rapid wing that I might hear 

Whether on clouds, that bring the rain. 

You saird above the western main^ 
The wind your charioteer. 

In Afric does the sultry gale 

Through spicy bower and palmy grove 
Bear the repeated cuckoo's tale ? 
Dwells ^ere a time the wandering quail, 

Or the itinerant dove ? 

Were you in Asia? O, relate 

If there your fabled sister's woes 
She seem'd in sorrow to narrate ; 
Or sings she but to celebrate 

Her nuptials with the rose, 

I would inquire how, journeying long 

The vast and pathless ocean o'er, 
You ply again those pinions strong. 
And come to build anew among 

The scenes you left before ; 

But if, as colder breezes blow, 

Prophetic of the waning year. 
You hide, though none know when or how. 
In the cliff's excavated brow. 

And linger torpid here ; 



k 
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Thus to life, what favouring dream 

Bids you to happier hours awake, 
And tells that, dancing in the beam, 
The light gnat hovers o'er the stream. 

The Mayfly on the lake. 

Or if, by instinct taught to know. 
Approaching dearth of insect food, 

To isles and willowy aits you go. 

And, crowding on the pliant bough, 
Sink in the dimpling flood, 

How learn ye, while the cold waves boom 

Your deep and oozy couch above, 
The time when flowers of promise bloom. 
And call you from your transient tomb, 

To light and life and love ? 

Alas ! how little can be known 

Her sacred veil where Nature draws ! 

Let baffled Science humbly own. 

Her mysteries understood alone 
By Him who gives her laws* 

CHARLOTTE SMITH. 



RELIGION. 

13L %imHt. 



I'm often drawn to make a stop. 
And gaze upon a picture shop. 
There have I seen (as who that tarries 
Has not the same) a head that varies; 
And, as in different views exposed, 
A different figure is disclosed. 
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This way a foors head is ezpreBB'd, 

Whose very counteoanoe is a jest; 

Such as were formerly at ooort. 

Kept to make wiser people sport. 

Tarn it another way, yoali have 

A face ridiculously grave, 

Something betwixt the fool and knave. 

Again but alter the position, 

You're frighted with the apparition : 

A hideous threatening Gorgon head 

Appears, enough to fright the dead ; 

But place it in its proper light, 

A lovely face accosts the sight; 

Our eyes are charm'd with every feature, 

We own the whole a beauteous creature. 

Thus true religion fares. For when 
By silly or designing men 
In false or foolish lights 'tis placed, 
'TIS made a bugbear or a jest. 
Here, by a set of men, 'tis thought 
A scheme, by politicians wrought. 
To strengthen and enforce the law. 
And keep the vulgar more in awe : 
And these, to show sublimer parts. 
Cast all religion from their hearts; 
Brand all its votaries as the tools 
Of priests and politician's fools. 

Some view it in another light. 
Less wicked, but as foolirii quite : 
And these are such as blindly place it 
In superstitions that disgrace it; 
And think tiie essence of it lies 
In ceremonious fooleries ; 
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In points of faith and speculation, 

Which tend to nothing but vexation. 

With these it is a heinoim crime 

To cough or spit in sermon time : 

'Tis worse to whistle on a Sunday 

Than cheat their neighbours on a Monday : 

To dine without first saying grace is 

ELnough in heaven to lose their places ; 

But goodness, honesty, and virtue 

Are what they've not the least regard to. 

Others there are, and not a few, 
Who place it in the bugbear view ; 
Think it consists in strange severities ; 
In fastings, weepings, and austerities. 
False notions their weak minds possess 
Of faith and grace and holiness: '• 

And as the Lord's of purer eyes 
Than to behold iniquities. 
They think, unless they're pure and spotless, 
All their endeavours will be bootless ; ' 
And dreadful furies in atemum, 
In unconsuming fires will bum diem. 

But O, how happy are the few 
Who place it in its proper view ! 
To these it shines divinely bright. 
No clouds obscure its native light ; 
Truth stamps conviction in the mind, 
All doubts and fears are left behind. 
And peace and joy at once an entrance find. 

DODsunr. 






SUBMISSION. 

O LoBDy my iMft detixet fiiUQ, 

And belp me to rMign 
Life, health, and comfint to tty wfl!. 

And inake fliy pleasme mine. 

Why should I riiriak at Ihy *^«"— *ftif^ 
Whose love fiwhide my feant 

Or tremble at Ae grackms hand 
That wipee away my twraf 

Noy let me rather fireely yield 
What most I ptiae. to IVee; 

Who never hast a good withheld. 
Or wilt withhold fitom me. 

Thy fiiYonr all my joumey throaf^ 
Thou art engaged to grant; 

What else I want, or think I do. 
Tig better still to want. 

Wisdom and mercy guide my way. 

Shall I resist them both? 
A poor blind creature of a day. 

And crushed before the moth ! 

But ah ! my inward spirit cries, 

Still bind me to thy sway ; 
Else the next cloud that veils my skies 

Drives all these thoughts away. 

COIF 
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ON 

THE FUTURE EXISTENCE OF BRUTES. 

THE CHARACTER OF THE DOG FROM BUFFON. 

^ The beasts that perish.' — ^Those few words are 

shown 
On the dread pages of Inspired Record, 
By man, proud man, as he were doom'd alone 
To meet for guiltless pain supreme reward. 

Yet knows he well, that on the Leaves Divine 
Oft from the seeming sense we must refrain ; 
And, lest warm hope consistency resign, 
The letter wave, the spirit to obtain. 

For brutal life, while reasoning we explore 
The text misconstrued much, it but declares 
That man's free thoughts and deeds import him 

more. 
Since this his state of trial is not theirs. 

To earthly life he perishes ; — ^but here 

The vast momentous difference is implied, 

He perishes accountable, aware 

That choice was given, and reason for its guide. 

I mark the tones of Arrogance exclaim, 
' Since they are formed incapable of sin. 
Of innocence instinctive where's the claim ? 
It well may be as it had never been,' 

True, if permitted ills did ne'er oppress. 
If certain as their innocence, their peace, 
With the short date of being brutes possess, 
Heaven might ordain their consciousness should 
cease; 

VOL. I, T T 
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Yet not infringe those never altering laws 
Of equity and mercy, which combined 
To form the essence of the' Eternal Canae, 
Judge, guardian, friend of all existing kind. 

But since, full oft, the pangs of dire disease, 
Labour, and famine, and oppression hard. 
From cruel man, the blameless victims seise, 
Of Heavenly Justice they may claim reward. 

Alas ! the dumb, defenceless numbers found 
The wretched subjects of a tyrant's sway. 
Who hourly feel his unresisted wound. 
And hungry pine through many a weary day; 

Or thosej of lot more barbarously severe, 
Who strain their weak lame limbs beneath a load 
Their fainting strength is basely doom'd to bear, 
While smites the lash, tke steely torments goad. 

Has God decreed that this poor helpless train 
Shall groaning yield the vital breath he gave, 
Unrecompensed for years of want and pain. 
And close on them the portals of the grave? 

Ah no ! the great Retributory Mind 
Will recompense, and may perhaps ordain 
Some future mode of being, more refined 
Than ours, less sullied with inherent stain ; 

Less torn by passion, and less prone to sin ; 
Their duty easier, trial less severe, 
Till their firm faith and virtue proved may win 
The wreaths of life in yon eternal sphere.— 

This then may form the much rewarding doom : — 
But O \ wYiate'et ^^ ^oaXxw^ ^l^S^ft xsieed^ 
Theirs it m\iBtA>e\— \\ie\i\«\.x»\tfs^ ^^^««aafc 
Their guiltlesa caA^ae on oXJaet «tws».^ va ^«^. 
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Suppose pennitted ills did not oppress, 
That certain as tfaeir innocence, their peace, 
And thus that, with the being they possess, 
Sensation might, without injustice, cease ; 

Yet still, proud man, in this scom'd tribe below. 
Shall more than innocence thy pride impede. 
Nature, where all the generous ardours glow, 
And action yieing with thy noblest deed. 

If strength, if grace, if magnitude of frame 
To give the dignifying powers must fail ; 
If not from them proceeds the sacred claim 
That lifts the creature on Creation's scale; 

If mind shall ever be to form preferred. 
Courage to force, to beauty sentiment, [ferr'd, 
One brute, at least, has powers, by Heaven con- 
That for a doom ol]4ivio«s were not lent. 

Ah ! what but Heayen-bom sentiment corrects, 
Refines, adorns, ennobles being? still 
From the contagious taint of Vice protects, 
Controls the appetites, exalts the will? 

This shouldst thou feel, perforce tiien shalt thou 
That animal perfection must depend, [see 

Human and brute alike, on the degree 
In which the lights of sentiment extend. 

In brutal life if exquisite they prove; 

If education may increase their force ; 

If fond, intelligent, and faithful love 

Rise in the breast, and strengthen on its oofoie ; 

If, in a silent servitude to man, 

Energic Friendship bums witSa. %e«w«»o» %tac*fc^ 
Say, canst thou deem thy I>a^* fk>M3«^. vto\ ^^w^ 
Stopp'd on the confines of EiteTMV IM.^*^ 
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His natural temper, ferventy choleric, fierce. 
Nay bloody, see, by sentunent subdued; 
Subdued, for thee, to every soft reverse, 
For thee, in all its natiye rage renewed ! 

When unattached, and yet to man unknown. 
Wolfish and wild the wildeniees he roves; 
Bays with his horrid howl the silent moouy 
And stalks the terror of the desert groves. 

Yet mark this heart, of savage enterprise. 
Moulded by thee to all thafs kind and sweet; 
See him approach, with mild imploring eyes. 
And lay his strength and courage at thy feet! 

Charmed to exchange them for the soft delighti 
Of growing love, his duteous head he lays 
Light on thy knee ; — ^his lifted eye invites 
The wish'd command, which instant he obeys. 

At that known voice with ardour up he springs. 
And, in the joy of usefulness elate, , [brings, 
With gladden'd haste the' endear'd commission 
Or drives intruding vagrants from thy gate. 

Thy wealth, thy person anxious to protect, 
And gentle only to thy frequent friends, 
Nor bribe nor flattery gain his coy respect. 
Useless the flattery, and the bribe offends. 

When night broods sullen o'er the drowsy earth. 
Though faint with midday toil he scorns repose, . 
Leaves the warm comforts of the ember'd hearth. 
To guard thy slumbers, and appal thy foes. 

Watchful and listening walks his silent rounds. 
Scenting the luikin^ «\x«A%«t tcuoi^&x, — 
And, if he pass ike V»tet^«N«A\s«v»Daa, 
The loud indignant >M«^VWi^»Ms«.^^ 
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Or beait, or man, ia he to spoil devote? 
'With faiigB terrific, and with burning ejes, 
RuabeB (li; brave protector on his throat, 
And low in blood the dark destroyer lies. 
But yet, if fear resign what theft aupplied, 
He, pitying, from the prostrate foe recoils. — 
Mark then the victor, great in honest pride, 
Content with conquest, rest upon his spoils I 
Though highinhealth, the pleas of hanger strong. 
In tempting opportunity arise, 
Generously proud he scorns his trust to wrong, 
And all untouch'd the prey he rescued lies I 
Vainly do njght and secrecy accord. 
This sacred sense of honooi to control ! 
Do human records fairer proof afford 
Of all that elevates a thinking soul? 
Exempt the nuptial and the filial ties, 
Hast thon one O'iend amongst the reasoning kind. 
On whom thy secret heart for tenth relies. 
Thus ardent, noble, constant, and refined? 
To selfish passions thus superior found. 
Whom neither interest sways nor arts beguile? 
To thee in faith and trojt unfaltering bound, 
Hiy will his law, his happiness thy smile. 
Ah, wretch ingrate, to liberal hope unknown ! 
Does pride incrust thee in so dark a leaven, 
To deem this spirit, purer than thine ovm, 
Sinks while thou loaiest to the light of heaven I 
WhatthouBh,whenReasoa all her power diaplqs. 
Drawn from PhJlosophy's most cofioaK lowttft. 
Too tubtle proves Creation's endVeu louo 
For ber beat gkiU, loo mighty for bet Wk« \ 



Yet, while Almighty Wisdom ttmj 
To human powers inscnitably anblii 
Her gracious form Almighty Jnotic 
Unreil'd, unchanging, timiagh the n 

Hear, from the centre of the' Eteru 
Her awful voice the fii'd award di 
' If evils over guiltless life are Btra 
The God who gave that life will r 



KNOWLEDGE. 
Is there a joy that gilds our Btarmy 
For which the boUI of man so much 
As heaTea-bom Knowledge? Yeth 
Are as the diamond's, and by art in 
The latent beams more exqaisitely 
Id some of highest worth, yet all n 
InduBtriouB care, or lost the li^t d 
Ordaln'i! tn wnbe enrh pleiratil dml 
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The undulating mantle of the mead, [spread. 
And heaven's gay robe, a dark, unmingled mass is 

There glows in man a principle innate, 
Of powerful bias, which to good, or ill, 
Liow, or exalted, must direct his state. 
And one fijfd purpose- of the soul fulfil. 
As early choice, to habit grown, shall will ; 
If, like the lark that mounts the orient beam, 
His wing he not expand, aspiring still 
To wisdom's sun, whence light and beauty stream. 
He sinks in murky caves, where owls and ravens 
scream. 

Yoruth is life's spring, the seed time, when the mind 
Fosters each new idea planted there ; 
If we neglect to sow the grain refined. 
No future pains can raise a harvest fair ; 
And memory, warm and soft in early year 
As yielding wax, disused, grows cold and hard. 
Nor aught retains of each impression rare. 
Which, when retain'd, acquire the high reward 
Bestow'd by star-crovni'd Fame on timely studious 
bard. 

Mild Sensibility, whose trembling light 
Has rarely fail'd to shine in youthful breast, 
Resisted, chill'd, withdraws her influence bright 
From the dull spirit in its stagnant rest ; 
She flies ! — and vnth her flies each lovely guest. 
From her deriving all their noblest powers. 
Genius and Truth, in sun-gilt mantle dress'd. 
Love, Friendship, Pity, all that speed the hours. 
And strew the path of life with ever blooming 
floweim. 



TCMiOSRbW. 

Sb, i^en the ftDtag day 
Im tilMoe Jtoak Mnij, 

Bdiiad the wvrtan hilk witUmwB{ 
Her iiw an quaqhrd, Iwr banfy iady 
With hhMhffl ell her ftee li'iiiefiMil^ 

Air eoudoue ihe hed ill ftdttrd 

The promiie of die dKWAl 

ABother noniiiif ioob ihell riee^ 

Another day nlvte our eyee 
Ae miiliiig and aa fidr ae ahe. 

And make aa many pwiiiea ; * 
But do iiot thoa the tale bdieve, 
They^ fiilten all, and ^ deeelna. 



FOR. 

THE BLIND ASYLUM, LIVERPOOL. 

Stranger, pause — ior thee th^ day 
Smiling pours its cheerful ray. 
Spreads the lawn and rears tbe bower, 
lights the stream and paints the flower. 

Stranger, pause — ^with soften'd mind 
Learn die sorrows of the Blind; 
Earth and seas and varying skies 
Visit not their cheerless eyes. 

Not for them the bliss to trace 
The chisel's animating grace ; 
Nor on the glowing canvass find 
The ^poeVa voraX, ^&^ «a%<&'a mind. 
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Not fur them the heart is seen 
Speaking through the expressive mien ; 
Not for them are pictured there 
Friendship, pity, love sincere. 

Helpless, as they slowly stray. 
Childhood points their cheerless way. 
Or the wand exploring guides . 
Faltering steps, where fear presides. ^ 

Yet for them has Genius kind 
Humble pleasures here assigned ; 
Here With unexpected ray 
Reach'd the soul that felt no day. 

Lonely blindness here can meet 
Kindred woes and converse sweet; 
Torpid once, can learn to smile 
Proudly o'er its useful toil. 

He who deign'd for man to die 
Oped on day the darkened eye ; 
Humbly copy — thou canst feel — 
Give thine alms — thou canst not heal. 

SMYTHE. 



ADVICE TO A YOUNG LADY. 

Ceija, I read thy melting eye, 

Thy check'd yet stealing sighs I hear; 

See from thy cheek the roses fly, 

Or doubly glow when Damon's near. 

Ah, not from that seducing glance 
Too rashly drink the nectar*d bane 1 

Avoid him in the graceful dan<^^ 
Nor listen to his waibled fttx«3Xk\ 

VOL, I, \J ^1 
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It helps not, it a>iub not ihere^ 
Thy beautjr'B rinng power to chann ; 

That his pleased senses own tfaee fair 
Is yet thy too triumphant hamw 

Ne'er to the sacred marriage iHuriBe 
Thee shall the haughty Bamon'lead; 

O lost, if still that heart of thine 
On latent hopeless wishes feed ! 

Long shall thy loye-lit eyes be dim 
If soon thou art not brayely free ; 

The dart shall not be barbed for him. 
Which surely shaU be barbed for thee. 

Amid the busy scenes of life 

Proud Damon shall thy image loso^ 
. Forgotten in Ambition's strife, 

Eclipsed by Grandeur's dazzling Tiews. 

While thou supine in sullen shades 
Shalt pale and sullen willows weave, 

Swelling the list of hapless maids 

Who sigh disdain'd, neglected grieve. 

O, then in time from future woes 

A shield in resolution seek ! 
And twine no more the thorny rose 

Mid chains thy juster pride shall break. 

Now, while thou mayst the charm dissolve 
That lightens but with transient ray, 

Smce clouds are gathering to involve 
This shining, faitiOess April day. 

AHNA SEWARD. 
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A COMPARISON. 

The lapse of time and rivers is the same, 
Both speed their journey witii a restless stream ; 
The silent pace, with which they steal away, 
No wealth can bribe nor prayers persuade to stay ; 
Alike irreyocable bolii when past, * • 

And a wide ocean swallows both at last. 
Though each resemble each in every part, 
A difference strikes at length the musing heart : 
Streams never flow in vain ; where streams abound, 
How laughs the land with various plenty crown'd ! 
But time, that should enrich the nobler mind, 
Neglected leaves a weary waste behind. 

COWPER. 



THE PREACHER. 



Seraph of Truth ! (Thou who to Imlah's son, 
Micaiah, seer of the Most High, didst show 
The lying spirit, from the throne of Qod 
Sent forth, to lure with language of fydx hope 
Ahab, death-doom'd, to Ramotii,) O ! vouchsafe 
A moment of thy lustre to mine eye. 
Else dark ; and guide me, inexpert and weak, 
Through argument, to mortal phantasie 
Inscrutable, save witii celestial aid. 

Arduous the task to fix the wilful mind 
Of heedless man ! and lead intelligence 
To its prime source, the One Oreat Inifarite, 
The First, Supreme, Essential Excellences 
Glory of Glories f Mi^ty ot'N^^VN— 
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Bless'd Contemplatioii ! could the preacher dwell 
For ever on that theme ! but ah ! too soon 
Justice amidst the eternal attributes 
Lifts her stem front; and to reflection's glance 
Unfolds a crimson register : the heart % 
Conscious recoils, and owns the dreadful xecwd 
A transcript of itself. — ^Where now, vile Man! 
Where, Sinner ! where, Pollution ! is thy refuge? 
The power, the wisdom, and whatever thou saVit 
In Him, the Almighty — saVst rejoicing — ik>w 
But serves to arm with tenfold energy [ness 

Affronted Vengeance ! And the empyreal bright- 
(Brightness to pure angelic spirits) to thee 
Gleams kindling terrors of Omnipotence, 
And flaming shafts of Wrath inevitable. 

Yet, ere thou sink beneath the incumbent weight 
Of Guilt and of Dismay, attend once more 
The Preacher's call — Raise, thou appall'd, thy &ce 
Again toward Heaven*s high throne ; look up and 
Incfunate Deity, the Word, the Life, [see 

The Word of Life, the Life of Righteousness, 
The very consilbstantial Son of God, 
Become thy Advocate, thy Expiation, 
Thy Health, thy Stay, thy Heritage for ever ! 

Oh ! glorious tidings ! Oh, supreme delight 
To give these tidings to mankind ! 
To point redemption out ! to pour the balm 
Of Peace and Comfort on Despair ! to lead 
Repentant Sense to Faith, and Faith to Purity, 
And Purity to Zeal, and Zeal to Virtue, 
And Virtue te the Christian's high preemin^icey 
His essence, his perfection — Charity ! 

Such purpose, &o Vm^t^»xv\^ dx^BDofifia 
The Preachei*B occw^^'-^^*'^*-"^^ ^mw3s«xi^^ 
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When Pride assumes the veil of Sanctity, 
Administering through spiritual dominion 
To lordly empire o'er the lives of men ; 
Such as in Rome, or farthest Paraguay, 
Pontiff or Jesuit, by threats or wiles, 
Bull, relique, legend, sophism, svi^ord, or fire 
Establish'd. — Nor doth he dishonour less 
His hallow'd calling who for doctrines givea 
Interpretation private, personal, 
Fantastic, or unfruitful ; changing thus 
The image of the Sole Immutable 
To likeness of mere man. — Nor he who, fired 
By worldly objects, lucre, or the acclaim 
Of shallow multitudes, makes holy Truth 
Delusion's instrument. — Nor he who pines 
Envious of excellence, and lours gaunt scorn, 
If chance a brother's merit rise to view. 

Far other signs, far other principles [ment, 
Mark the true Preacher; mark his life, his judg- 
His eloquence, his converse, liis affections; 
Meekness, complacence, gentle sympathy. 
Cheerful concession, manly perseverance. 
The dignity of truth, the condescension 
Of ever during patience and sweet candour. 
The wish, the warm solicitude to spread 
Goodwill, improvement, amity, joy, confidence, 
Salvation, — ^these inspire him — ^these exalt' 
His thought, act, speech. — ^Thou also, virgin-bom, 
Saviour of Men ! Thou also givest thy Spirit 
To him whom thou approvest, — him whose zeal 
Describes Thee as Thou art. Author and Finisher 
Of Faith, Obedience, peaceful Modesty, 
And Love uncircumscribed ; — ^who^ \s»a\. "twiKB^- 
But teaches mortals to retemYAQ \!bk!^ \2c^oEo%<k ' 
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By holinew on edrth; — that, ■■de lievesfter 
Immortal like thysdf, tkey may partake 
Thy purchaBed kingdom, — purchaaed by tke pains 
Of suffering Godhead ; and aroimd Hiy seat. 
Clad with ethereal radiaace, resowid 
Thy triumphs— Sin aboUsh'd, Death deatroy'd, 
The just made perfect, and thy faithful ones 
Thnmed in beatitude for eTermore ! 



MODESTY. 



As Uuqps bum silent, with unoonscdoua light, 
So modest ease in beauty shines moat brif^: 
Unaiming charms with edge reaistlesB &!!, 
And she who means no mischief does it all. 



IV 



TO THE 

HON. And rev. f. cornwallis. 

In Frolic's hour, ere serious thoughts had Urth, 
There was a time, my dear Cornwallis, when 
The Muse would take me on her airy wing. 
And waft to views romantic, there present 
Some motley yision, shade and sun, the cliff 
Overhanging, sparkling brooks, and ruins gray: 
Meanders traced, and bid me catch the form 
Of shifting clouds, and rainbows learn to paint 

Sometimes Ambition, brushing by, would twitch 
•My spirits, and with winning look, sublime, 
ore to f oWow . — ■* "WaaX. ¥l ^teie^ htex track. 
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The mountain's top would overpay, when climb'd, 
The scaler's tolL — Her temple there was high. 
And lovely thence her prospect. — She could tell 
"Where laurels grew — ^whence many a wreatii 

antique.' 
But more advised ' to shun the barren twig 
(What is immortal verdure without fruit ?) 
And woo some thriving art ; her numerous mines 
Were open to the searcher's toil and skill.' 

Caught by her speech, heart beat, and fluttering 
Sounded irregular marches to be gone ; — [pulse 
What! pause a moment, when Ambition calls! 
No : the blood gallops to the distant goal, 
And throbs to reach it. Let the lame sit still ! 
When Fortune at the mountain's verge extreme, 
Array'd in decent garb, though somewhat thin. 
Smiling approached, and ' what occasion,' ask'd^ 
* Of climbing ?' — She, already providentj 
Had cater'd well, if stomachs can digest 
Her viands, and a palate not too nic^ ; 
*■ Unfit,' she said, ^ for perilous attempt, 
That manly nerve required and sinews tough.' 

She took and laid me in a vale remote 
Amid the scenes of gloomy fir and yew. 
On poppy earth where Morpheus laid the bed, 
Obscurity her curtains round me drew, 
And siren Sloth a dull quietus play'd. 

Sithence, no fairy sights, no quickening ray. 
No stir of pulse, or objects to entice 
Abroad the spirits, but the cloister'd heart 
Sits squat at home, like pagod, in a niche 
Demure, or mutes, with a nod-watching eye 
And folded arms, in presence of their king, 
Turk or Indostan— -cities, foTum», cooxVa, 




Such are Ih; comtom, Dleaaed i» 
But Innocence ii there,- — but p 
And Bunpie Quiet, with her Isp i 
Heads lowing, tune of birdH, and I 
And aauater with a book, and wi 
1b praise of hawthanu.^-Iife's 
U it to bask in the sun '. if bo, a i 
Were happy loitering on a Boathc 
Whf Bits Content upon a cottage 
At cTenttde, and blesBCB the cobt 
In sooty comer ? why sweet Sim 
HardiMllet»! — not became, tinu 
Sequester'd in a dingle's buBhy Ii 
Tis labour nxakea the peaaant's d 
And works oat his repose — for E 
The leave of Diligence to be eqjff 
O, turn in tune ftom that enchi 
Her smiles are feign'd ; her palat 
By standing grows insipid — and 



MORAL AND PRECEPTIVE. 333 

From worldly bondage to set free? what gain 
Her votaries? what avails from iron chains 
Exempt, if rosy fetters bind us fast ? 

Bestir! and answer your creation's end! 
Think we that man, with vigorous power endowed, 
And room to stretch, was destined to sit still ? 
Sluggards are Nature's rebels, not her sons. 
Nor live up to the terms on which they hold 
Their lease of life — ^laborious terms and hard. 
But such the tenure of our earthly state. 
Riches and Fame are Industry's reward ; ^.* 

The nimble runner courses Fortune down, 
And then he banquets, for she feeds the bold. 

Think what you owe your country, what your* 
self! 
If splendour charm not, yet avoid the scorn 
That treads on lowly station ! Think of some 
Assiduous booby, mounting o'er your head. 
And thence with saucy grandeur looking down ! 
Think of, Reflection's stab ! the pitying friend " 
With shoulder shrugg'd, and sorry! Think that 
Has golden minutes, if discreetly seized; [Time 
And if an exemplary indolence 
To warn and scare be wanting — ^look on me ! 

DR. 8NEYD DA¥IS. 
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OF ACTIVE AND RETIRED LIFE. 

ADDRESSED TO H. C. ESQ. 

Yes, you condemn those sages too refined 
That grayely lecture ere they knoiw mankind; 
Who, whilst ambition's fiercer fires they blame. 
Would damp each useful spark that kindles fiune. 

lis in fialse estimates the folly lies. 
The passion's blameless, when the judgment's wise. 

In vain philosophers with warmtii contest, 
Life's secret shade or open walk is best : 
Each has its separate joys, and eac|i its use ; 
This calls the patriot forth, and that tfie Muse. 
Hence not alike to all the spedes Heayen 
An equal thirst of public fame has given : 
Patrius it forms to shiiie in action great; . 
While Decio's talents best adon retreat. 
If where Pierian maids delight to dwell. 
The haunts of silence and the peaceful cell. 
Had, fair Astrea ! been thy Talbot* s dioiee. 
Could listening crowds now hang up<m UsToieeT 
And thou, bless'd maid, mightst long^Te wept||i 
The distant glories of a second reign, [Tain 

In exile doom'd yet ages to complain. 

Were high ambition still the power confess'd 
That ruled with equal sway in every breast. 
Say where the glories of the sacred Nine? 
Where Homer's verse sublime, or, Milton, thinje? 
Nor thou, sweet bi>rd ! who * tum'd the tuneful art 
From sound to sense, from fancy to the heart,' 
Thy lays instructive to the world hadst given, 
Nor greatly ^uftVafiA^ \!Ea\k?i^ ^ Hfia^reu. 
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Let satire blast with every mark of hafie 
The vain aspirer or dishonest great, 
Whom love of wealth or wild ambition's sway 
Push forward, still regardless of the way ; 
High aind more high who aim with restless pride, 
Where neither reason nor fair virtue g^de ; 
And him, the wretch, who labours on with pain 
For the low lucre of a useless gain 
(Wise but to get, and active but to save). 
May scorn deserved still follow to the grave. 
But he who, fond to raise a splendid name, 
On life's ambitious height would fix his fame. 
In active arts or venturous arms would shine. 
Yet shuns the paths which virtue bids decline ; 
Who dignifies his wealth by generous use. 
To raise the oppressed, or merit to produco— 
Shall reason's voice impartial e'er condemn 
The glorious purpose of so wise an aim? 

Where virtue regulates this just desire, 
Twere dangerous folly to suppress its fire. 
Say, whence could fame supply (its force unknown) 
Her roll illustrious of fair renown? 
What laureb prompt the hero's useful rage? 
What prize the patriot's weighty toila engage? 
Each public passion bound to endless firost. 
Each deed of social worth for ever lost. 
O ! may the Muse inspire the love of praise, 
Raise the bright passion, but with judgment raise! 
For this she oft has tuned her sacred voice, 
Call'd forth the patriot, and approved his choice ; 
Bid him the steep ascent to honour take. 
Nor, till the summit gain'd, her paths forsake. 

Yet not success alone true fame attends; 
He too shall reach it who but Nve^iVBte^DL^. 
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See midst tbeVanqnish'd virtaous Falkland* lies^ 
His generous efforts Tain, and yain his sighs; 
Yet true to merit fiEuthfal records tell. 
To distant ages, how the patriot fell : 
Bless'd youth ! insured the sweetest voice of praue, 
Who liyes approved in Pope's nnriyal'd lays. 
Grave precepts fleeting notions may impart. 
But bright example best instructs the heart : 
Then look on Patrius, let his conduct show 
From active life what various blessings flow. 
In him a just ambition stands confess'd ; 
It warms, but not inflames, his equal breast. 
See him in senates act the patriot's part, 
Truth on his lips, the public at his heart; 
There neither fears can awe nor hopes control 
The honest purpose of his steady soul. 
No mean attachments e'er seduced his tongqe 
To gild the cause his heart suspected wrong ; 
But, deaf to envy, faction, spleen, his voice 
Joins here or there, as reason guides his choice. 
To one great point his faithful labours tend. 
And all his toils in Britain's interest end. 
To him each neighbour safe refers hisclaim^ 
The right he settles, and abates the flame. 
Nor arts nor worth to Patrius sue in vain. 
Not unrelieved the injured e'er complain. 
For him the hand unseen are prayers preferred, 
And grateful vows in distant temples heard ; 
Like nature's blessings to no part confined, 
His well poised bounty reaches all mankind ; 
That insolence of wealth, the pomp of state, 
Which crowds the mansions of the vainly great, 
Flies far the limits of his modest gate. 

• He was killed in the dtW n«^i%; «fe>iN* t\«sx^A» it 
CUreDdon'a History. 
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Just what is elegantly useful's there ; 
Of aught beyond he scorns the' unworthy care ; 
Nor would, for all the trim that pride can show^ 
One single act of social aid forego ; 
Fdr this he labours to improye his store. 
For this he wishes to enlarge his power; 
This is his life's great purpose, end, and aim : 
Such true ambition is, and worthy fame. 

How different Rapax spent his worthless hour t 
With treasure indigent, a slave with power : 
Large sums overlooking, still intent on more, 
He wasted, not enjoyed, his tasteless store. 
His growing greatness raised his hopes the higher^ 
And fanned his restless pride's increasing fire ; 
Twas thus amidst prosperity he pined; 
For what can fill the false ambitious mind? 
With all the honours that his prince could give^ 
With all the wealth his avarice^could receive^ 
Midst outward opulence, but inward care, 
Reproach and want was all he left his heir. 

Tis true, the patriot well deserves his fSeune, 
And from his country just applause may claim. 
But what avails it to the world beside. 
That Brutus bravely stabb'd, or Curtius died? 
While TuUy's merit, unconfined to place, 
Diffuses blessings down through all our race; 
Remotest times his learned labours reach. 
And Rome's great moralist e'en now shall teach* 

Averse to public noise, ambition's strife. 
And all the splendid ills of busy life. 
Through latent paths, unmark'd by vulgar eye^ 
Are. there who wish to pass imheeded by? 
Whom calm retirement's sacred pleasures move^ 
The hour contemplaUve, ot ltVfeTA^^l^ss^'^\ 
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Yet not by spleen or sapentitioii led. 
Forbear ambition's giddy height to tread; 
Who not inglorions spend their peacefol day, 
Whilst science, lovely star! directs their way? 
Flows th^re not something good from snch as tiieie? 
No useful product from the men of ease ? 
And shall the Muse no social merit boaat? 
Are all her vigils to the public lost? 
Though noisy pride may scorn her silent toil. 
Fair are the fruits which bless her happy soil : 
There every plant of useful product grows. 
There science sprang, and thence instruction flows ; 
There true philosophy erects her school. 
There plans her problem, and there fbrms her rule ; 
There every seed of every art began. 
And all that eases life and brightens man: 

'Twas hence greatNewton,mighty genins ! soared, 
And all creation's wondrous range explored. 
Far as the Almighty stretch'd his utmost line. 
He piei^ced in thought, and viewed the vast design* 
Too long had darker ages sought in vain 
The secret scheme of nature to explain ; 
Too long had truth escaped each sage's eye. 
Or faintly shone through vain philoscqphy. 
£ach shapely offspring of her feeble thought 
A daricer veil oVr genuine sdenoe brought; 
Still stubborn facts o'erthrew tiieir fruitless toil; 
For truth and fiction who shall reconcile? 
fiut Britain's sons a surer guide pursue ; 
Tread safe the maze, since Newton gave the doe. 
Where'er he tum'd, true Science reared her head, 
While far before her puzzled Ignorance fled : 
From each bless*d truth these noble ends he drairs, 
Use to mankind, saiOl \o >SMfa Q^va^Aanae. 
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Taught by his rules secure the merchant rides 
When threatening seas roll high their dreadlul 
And either India speeds her precious stores [tides; 
Midst various dangers safe to Britain's shores. 
Long as those mrbs he weigh'd shall shed their rays. 
His truth shall guide os^ and shall last his praise. 

Yet if so Just the fame^ the use so greats 
Systems to poise, and spheres to regulate; 
To teach the secret well adapted force. 
That steers of countless orbs the' unvaried course ; 
Far brighter honours wait the nobler part. 
To balance ijaanners and conduct the heart. 
Order wWumi us, what imports it seen, 
If all is restless anarchy within? 
Fired by this thought great Ashley, g^ierous sage„ 
Plann'd in sweet leisure * his instructive page. 
Not orbs he weighs, but marks, with happier skill, 
The scope of actions and the poise of will : 
In fair proportion here described we trace 
Each mental beauty, and each mcmU grace; 
Each useful passion taught, its tone deugn'd 
In the nice concord of a well tuned mind. 
Does mean self-love contract each social claim? 
Here public transports shall thy soul inflame. 
Virtue and Deity supremely fair. 
Too oft delineated with looks severe. 
Resume their native smiles and graces here: 
Soothed into love, relenting foes admire. 
And warmer raptures every friend inspire. 

Such are the fruits which from retirement spring ; 
lliese blessings ease and learned leisure bring. 

Yet of the various tasks mankind employ, 
Tis sure tine hardest, leisure to enjoy. 

• See tbe ClMraeferigtkt. putteai«\y Hhft Vikt)pb>sr<i «»bR«tci^ 
Jag Vittat and the Horalisls. 
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For one who knowB to taste this godlike bliv, 
Wkat ooimtleBS swmnu of Tain pretmdos mitt! 
Thougk each doll ploddiBg thing, to i^ie the wise, 
Ridicolouly graTe, for leisure sighs 
(His boasted wish from busy scenes to run), 
Grant him that leisure, and the fool's undone. 
The gods, to corse poor Demea, heard his tow, 
And business now no nore contracts his brow : 
Nor real cares, 'tis tnie, perples his breast, 
Bot thousand fSuicied ills his peace molest: 
The slightest trifles solid sorrows prore, [move. 
And the long lingering wheel of life scarce seems to 

Useless in business, yet unfit for ease, 
Nor skilled to mend mankind, nor form'd to pkase. 
Such spurioas animals of worthless race 
Uye but the pablic burthen and disgrace : 
Like mean attendants of life's stage are seen, 
Drawn forth to fill but not conduct the scene. 

The mind not taught to think, no useful store 
To fix reflection, dreads the vacant hour. 
Tum'd on itself, its numerous wants a^re seen. 
And all the mighty void that lies witliin : 
Yet cannot wisdom stamp our joys complete; 
^s conscious virtue crowns the bless'd retreat 
Who feels not that the private path must shun, 
And fly to public view to' escape his own ; 
In life's gay scenes uneasy thoughts suppress. 
And lull each anxious care in dreams of peace. 
Midst foreign objects not employ'd* to roam. 
Thought, sadly active, still corrodes at home ; 
A serious moment br«iks the false repose, 
And guilt in all its naked horror shows. 

He who would know retirement's joys refined 
The fair repess mu&l ^«V N^>3ii ^]^tfb«cG(il mind : 
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^o cynic's pride, no bigot's heated brain, 
No frustrate hope, nor love's fantastic paiji 
With him must enter the sequester'd cell, 
Who means with pleasing solitude to dwell ; 
But equal passions let his bosom rule, 
A judgment candid, and a temper cool. 
Enlarged with knowledge, and in conscience clear. 
Above life's empty hopes and death's vain fear. 
Such he must be who greatly lives alone ; 
Such Portio is, in crowded scenes unknown. 
For public life with every talent bom, 
Portio far off retires with decent scorn ; 
Though vnthout business, never unemploy'd, a 
And life, as more at leisure, more enjoy'd : 
For who like him can various science taste, 
His mind shall never want an endless feast. 
In his bless'd evening walk mayst thou, may I, 
Oft friendly join in sweet society ; 
Our lives like his in one smooth current flow. 
Nor swell'd with tempest, nor too calmly slow, 
Whilst he, like some great sage of Rome or Greece, 
"Shall calm each rising doubt and speak us peace, 
Correct each thought, each wayward vnsh control, 
And stamp with every virtue all the soul. 

Ah ! how unlike is Umbrio's gloomy scene, 
Estranged from all the cheerful ways of men ! 
There superstition works her baneful power^ 
And darkens all the melancholy hour. 
Unnumber'd fears corrode and haimt his breast 
With all that whim or ignorance can suggest. 
In vain for him kind nature pours her sweets; 
The visionary saint no joy admits. 
But seeks with pious spleen fantastic woes, [goes. 
And for Heaven's sake Heoven'i^ Qi^«t^^%<vAVst^ 
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Whatever 's our choice, we still with pride prefer, 
And all who deviate vainly think must err: 
Clodio, in books and abstract notioBs loaty 
Sees none but knaves and fools in faonoiyr'B port; 
Whilst Syphax, fond on fortune's sea to Mil, 
And boldly drive before the flattering gale 
(Forward her dangerous ocean to explore). 
Condemns as cowards those who make tike shoie. 
Not so my friend impartial^ — man he views 
Useful in what he shuns as what parsaea; 
Sees different turns to general good oonspirei 
The hero's passion and the poef s fire ; 
Each figure placed in nature's wise design. 
With true proportion and exactest line : 
Sees lights and shades unite in due degree, 
And form the whole vnth direst symmetay. 



AN ESSAY ON CONVERSATION. 

The art of converse, how to soothe the soul 
Of haughty man, h^ passions to control, 
His pride at once to humble and to please. 
And join the dignity of life with ease. 
Be now my theme. O thou, whom Nature's hand 
Framed for this best this delicate command. 
And taught when lining, vnthout reason's aid. 
At the same time to speak and to persuade, 
Wyndham, with diligence awhile attend. 
Nor scorn the instructions of an older. friend; 
Who when the world's great commerce shall have 

join'd 
The deep reflection and the strength of 
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To the bright talents of thy yoathfdl state, 
In tarn shall on thy better lessons wait. 

Whence comes it, that in eyery art we see 
Many can rise to a supreme degree ; 
Yet in tliis art, for which all seem design'd 
By nature, scarcely one complete we find? 
Yoall say, perhaps, we think, we speak, we moTe 
By the strong springs alone of selfish love : 
Yet among all the species is there one 
Whom with more caution than ourselres we shun ? 
What is it fills a puppet show or court? 
Go none but for the profit or the sport? 
If so, why comes each soul fatigued away. 
And curses the dull puppets' same dull play; 
Yet, uDoonvuieed, is tempted still to gof 
Tis that we find at home our greatest foe. 
And reason good why solitude we flee. 
Can wants with self sufficiency agree? 

Yet, such our inconsistency of mind. 
We court society and hate mankind. 
With some we quarrel, for they're too sincere: 
With others, for they 're dose, reserred, and queer : 
This is too leam'd, too prudent, or too wise; 
And that wv for his ignorance despise: 
A Toice, perhaps, our ear shall harshly strike. 
Then straight eyen wit itself shall raise dislike ; 
Our eye may by some feature be annoy'd, 
Behold at once a character destroy'd: 
One's so good-natured, he's beyond all bearing, 
HeHl ridicule no friend, though out of hearing : 
Another, warm'd witii zeal, ofends our eyes, 
Because lie holds the mirror up to rice. 
No wonder then, since fancies wild as these 
Can more our spleen, that real faults 
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When Maevius, spite of dulness, will be bright, 
And teach Argyle to speak and Swift to write; 
When Flavia entertains ns with her dreams. 
And Macer with his no less airy schemes ; 
When peevishness and jealousy and pride 
And interest, that can brother hearts divide. 
In their imagined forms our eyesight hit. 
Of an old maid, a poet, peer, or cit ; 
Can then, you'll say, philosophy refrain 
And check the torrent of each boiling vein ? 
Yes, she can still do more ; view passion's slave 
With mind serene, indulge him, and yet save. 
But self-conceit steps in, and with strict eye 
Scans every man, and every man awry ; 
That reigning passion, which through every stage 
Of life still haunts us vrith unceasing rage. 
No quality so mean but what can raise 
Some drudging, driveling candidate for praise; 
Even in the wretch, whom vvretches can despise, 
Still self-conceit will find a time to rise. 
Quintus salutes you with forbidding face. 
And thinks he carries his excuse in lace : 
You ask, why Clodius bullies all he can ? 
Clodius will tell you, he's a gentleman : 
Myrtylla struts and shudders half the year 
With a round cap that shows a fine tum'd ear: 
The lowest jest makes Delia laugh to death; 
Yet she's no fool, she has only handsome teeth. 
Ventoso lolls, and scorns all humankind 
From the gilt coach with four laced slaves behind; 
Does all this pomp and state proceed from merit? 
Mean thought ! he deems it nobler to inherit : 
While Fopling from some title draws his pride^ 
Meanlesa or infamous or misapplied) 
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Freemason, rake, or wit, 'tis just the same. 
The charm is hence, he has gainM himself a name. 
Yet, spite of all the fools that pride has made, 
^s not on man a useless burthen laid ; 
Pride has ennobled some, and some disgraced ; 
It hurts not in itself, but as 'tis placed ; 
When right,its view knows none but virtue's bound ; 
When wrong, it scarcely looks one inch around. 
Mark ! with what care the fair one's critic eye 
Scans o'er her dress, nor lets a fault slip by ; 
Each rebel hair must be reduced to place 
With tedious skill, and tortured into grace ; 
Betty must o'er and o'er the pins dispose. 
Till into modish folds the drapery flows. 
And the whole frame is fitted to express 
The charms of decency and nakedness. 
Why all this art, this labour'd ornament? 
To captivate, you'll cry, no doubt, 'tis meant. 
True, but let^s wait upon this fair machine 
From the lone closet to the social scene ; 
There view her loud, affected, scornful, sour, 
Paining all others, and herself still more. 
What means she at one instant to disgrace. 
The labour of ten hours, her much loved face if 
Why, 'tis the selfsame passion gratified ; 
The work is ruin'd that was raised by pride. 

Yet of all tempers it requires least pain, 
Could we but rule ourselves, to rule the vain; 
The prudent is by reason only sway*d. 
With him each sentence and each word is weigh'd ^ 
The gay and giddy can alone be caught 
By the quick lustre of a happy thought; 
The miser hates, unless he steals your pelf; 
The prodigal^ unless you rob yourself; 
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The lewd will shuB yoa, if yourwifo prore chaste; 
The jeakniSy if a smile on his be east; 
The steady or the whimsical will blame. 
Either because you're not or are the same; 
The peerish, sidlen, durewd, Imrarioas, radi 
Will with yoor Tirtoey peace, or interest clash ; 
But mark the proud man's price, how Tery low! 
'Tis but a ciril speech, a smile, or bow. 

Ye who, push*d on by noble ardour, aim 
In social life to gain immortll fiune, 
Obserre the various passions of mankind, 
General, peculiar, single, or combined : 
How youth from manhood differs in Its Tiews, 
And how old age still other paths pursues; 
How zeal in Priscus nothing more than heats, 
In Codex bums and ruins all it meets ; 
Hdw freedom now a loyely fiioe shall wear, 
Now shock us in the likeness of a bear ; 
How jealousy in some resembles hate. 
In others seems but loTe grown delicate ; 
How modesty is often pride refined. 
And virtue but the canker of the mind; 
How love of riches, grandeur, life, and fiune 
Wear different shapes, and yet are still the sane. 

But not our passions only disagree. 
In taste is found as great variety : 
Sylvius is ravish'd when he hears a hound. 
His lady hates to deatii the odious sound: 
Yet both love music, though in different ways; 
He in a kennel, she at operas. 
A florist shall, perhaps, not grudge some koon 
To view the colours in a bed of flowers ; 
Yet, show him T\X^bcd?% -woitVsGASQifci^ divine, 
He passeft on, and otA"? cnft»^'^ ^»»« 
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A rusty coin, an old wonn-eaten post, 

The mouldy fragment of an author lost, 

A butterfly, an equipage, a star, 

A globe, a fine laced head, a cldna jar, 

A mistress, or a fashion that is new. 

Have each their charms, though felt but by afeww 

Then study each man's passion and his taste, 

The first to soften, and indulge the last : 

Not like the wretdi who beats down Tirtue's fence. 

And deriates from the padis of common soise | 

Who daubs with fulsome flattery, blind and bold, 

The very weakness we with g^ef behold. 

Passions are common to the fool and wise, 

And all would hide them under Arfs disguise ; 

For so avowed in others is their shame. 

None hates them more than he who has the same. 

But taste seems more peculiarly our own, 

And every man is fond to make his known ; 

Proud of a nuirk he fancies is designed 

By Nature to adyance him o'er his kind ; 

And where he sees that character impress'd. 

With joy he hugs the favourite to his breast. 

But the main stress of all our cares must He 
To watch ourselves with strict and constant eye : 
Tp mark the working mind, when passion's course ^ 
Begins to swell, and reason still has force; 
Or, if she's conquer'd by the stronger tide, 
Observe the moments when they first subside ; 
For he who hopes a victory to win 
O'er other men must with himself begin; 
Else, like a town by mutiny oppress'd, 
He's ruin'd by the foe within his breast ; 
And they alone, vrho in themselvea fj^^^ierw 
Man's image, know what uetbAd to \racnroib. 
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All other creatures keep in beaten ways, 
Man only moves in an eternal maze : 
He lives and dies, not tamed by cultivation^ 
The wretch of reason, and the dupe of passion; 
Curious of knowing, yet too proud to learn ; 
More prone to doubt than anxious to discern; 
Tired with old doctrines, prejudiced at new ; 
Mistaking still the pleasing for the true ; 
Foe to restraints approved by general voice. 
Yet to each fool-bom mode a slave by choice ; 
Of rest impatient, yet in love with ease ; 
When most good natured aiming how to tease : 
Disdaining by the vulgar to be awed, 
Yet never pleased but when the fools applaud: 
By turns severe, indulgent, humble, vain ; 
A trifle serves to lose him or to gain. 

Then g^ant this trifle, yet his vices shun^ 
Not like to Cato or to Clinias' son* : 
This for each humour every shape could take, 
Even virtue's own, though not for virtue's sake; 
At Athens rakish, thoughtless, full of fire^ 
Severe at Sparta, as a Chartreux friar; 
In Thrace a bully,* drunken, rash, and rude ; 
In Asia gay, effieminate, and lewd; 
While the rough Roman, Virtue*s rigid friend. 
Could not to save the cause he died for bend r 
In him 'twas scarce an honour to be good. 
He riiore indulged a passion than subdued. 
See how the skilful lover spreads his toils. 
When eager in pursuit of beauty's spoils! 
Behold him bending at his idol's feet; 
Humble, not mean ; disputing, and yet sweet ; 
In rivalship not fierce, nor yet unmoved ; 
Without a rival studious to be loved ;' 

* Aldbiades. 
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For ever fearful, though not always witty, 
And never giving cause for hate or pity : 
These are his arts, such arts as must prevail, 
When riches, birth, and beauty's self will fail: 
And what he does to gain a vulgar end 
Shall we neglect to make mankind our friend? 
. Good sense and learning may esteem obtain $ 
Humour and wit a laugh, if rightly ta'en : 
Fair virtue admiration may impart ; 
But 'tis good nature only wins the heart : 
It moulds the body to an easy grace, 
And brightens every feature of the face : 
It smooths the' unpolish'd tongue with eloquence^ 
And adds persuasion to the finest sense. 
Yet this, like every disposition, has 
Fix'd bounds, o'er which it never ought to pass ; 
When stretch'd too ffft its honour dies away. 
Its merit sinks, and all its charms decay ; 
Among the good it meets with no applause, 
And to its ruin the malicious draws ; 
A slave to all, who force it or entice, 
It falls by chance in virtue or in vice ; 
Tis true, in pity for the poor it bleeds, 
It clothes the naked, and the hungry feeds ; 
It cheers the stranger, nay, its foes defends, 
But then as oft it injures its best friends. 

Study with care politeness, that must teach 
The modish forms of gesture and of speech : 
In vain Formality, with matron mien. 
And Pertness apes her with fieuniliar grin : 
They against nature for applauses strain. 
Distort themselves, and give all others pain : 
She moves with easy though with measured pAce^ 
And shows no part pf study but the grace. 

VOL. I. z z 
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Yet eyen by this man is but half refined. 
Unless philosophy subdues the mind : 
Tis but a varnish that is quickly lost. 
Whene'er the soul in passion's sea is toos'd. 

Would you both please and be instructed too, 
Watch well the rage of shining to subdue ; 
Hear every man upon his fayourite theme, 
And ever be more knowing than you seem. 
The lowest genius will afford some light. 
Or give a hint that had escaped your sight. 
Doubt till he thinks you on conyictioii yield. 
And with fit questions let each pause be fill'd : 
And the most knowing will with pleasure graat 
You're rather much reserved than ignorant. 

The rays of wit gild wheresoe'w they strike, 
But are not therefore fit for all alike; 
They chaim the lively, but the grave ofiiond, 
And raise a foe as often as a firiend; 
Like the resistless beams of blazing light. 
That cheer the strong and pain the weakly sight 
If a bright fancy therefore be your share. 
Let judgment watch it with a guardian's caie; 
'TIS, like a torrent, apt to overflow. 
Unless by constant government kept low ; 
And ne'er inefl&cacious passes by, 
But overturns or gladdens all that's nigh. 
Or else like trees, when suffer'd wild to shoot. 
That put forth much, but all unripen'd fruit, 
It turns to affectation and grimace. 
As like to wit as dulness is to grace. 

How hard soe'er it be to bridle wit. 
Yet memory oft no less requires the bit: 
How many, hurried by its force away, 
For ever in the land of gossips stray! 
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Usurp the province of tke nurse to lull. 
Without her pririlego of being dull h 
Tales upon tales they raise ten stories high^ 
Without regard to use or symmetry : 

So R , till his destined space is fill'd. 

Heaps bricks on brides, and fancies 'tis to build. 
A story should, to please, at least seem true, 
Be apropos, well told, ccmcise, and new : 
And whensoever it deviates from these rules. 
The wise will sleep, and leave applause to fools* 
But others, more intolerable yet. 
The waggeries that they've said or heard repeat ; 
Heavy by memory made, and what's the worst, 
At second-hand as often as at first. 
And can even Patience hear, without ctisdain, 
The maiming register of sense once slain ? 
While the dull features, big with archness, strive 
In vain the forced half-smile to keep alive. 

Some know no joy like what a word can raise, 
Haul'd through a language's perplexing maase ; 
Till on a mate that seems to' agree they light. 
Like man and wife, that still are opposite ; 
Not lawyers at the bar play more with sense. 
When brought to the last trope of eloquence. 
Than they on every subject, great or small. 
At clubs or councils, at a church or ball ; 
Then cry we rob them of their tributes due : 
Alas! how can we laugh and pity too? 

While others to extremes as wild will nm, 
And with soar &ce anatondae a pun: 
When die briiik glass to freedom does enltee, 
And rigid wisdom is a kind ofvlee. 
But let not such grave fops y4Nir laaghter fjptnl ; 
Ne'er frown where sense may innocently smile. 






KUBOijrr wxTRAcn. part n. 

Cramp not your language into logic mles. 
To rostroma leaye the pedantry of achoola ; 
Nor let your learning always be diacemM, 
But choose to seem judicious more than leam'd. 
Quote seldom, and then let it be at least 
Some fjfict thafs profred, or thought that's well 

express'd; 
But lest, disguised, your eye it should escape. 
Know pedantry can put on every shape : 
For when we deviate into terms of art. 
Unless constrained, we act the pedant's part. 
Or if we're ever in the selfsame key, 
1^0 matter of what kind the subject be ; 
From laws of nations down to laws of dress. 
For statesmen have their cant, and belles no less. 
As good hear Bentley dictate on epistles. 
Or Burman comment on the Grecian whistles, 
As old Obesus preach upon his belly, 
Or Phileunucha rant on Farinelli, 
Flirtilla read a lecture on a fan, 
Or W— ^ set forth the praise of Kouli-Kan. 

But above all things raillery decline. 
Nature but few does for that task design : 
Tis in the ablest hand a dangerous tool, ' 
But never fails to wound the meddling fool ; 
For all must grant it needs no common art 
To keep men patient when we make them smart 
Not wit alone, nor humour's self, will do, 
Without good nature, and much prudence too. 
To judge aright of persons, place, and time ; 
For taste decrees whaf s low and what's sublime; 
And what might charm to-day, or o'er a glass. 
Perhaps at court, or next day, would not pass. 
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Then leave to low buffoons, by custom bred, 
And fonn'd by Nature to be kick'd and fed, 
The vulgar and unenvied task to hit 
All persons right or wrong with random wit. 
Our wise forefathers, bom in sober days. 
Resigned to fools the tart and witty phrase ; 
The motley coat gave warning for the jest, 
Excused the wound, and sanctified the pesf : 
But we from high to low all strive to sneer, 
Will all be wits and not the livery wear. 

Of all the qualities that help to raise 
In men the universal voice of praise, 
Whether in pleasure or in use they end, 
There's none that can with modesty contend. 
^Tis a transparent veil that helps the sight. 
And lets us look on merit with delight: 
In others 'tis a kindly light that seems 
To gild the worst defects with borrowed beams. 
Yet 'tis but little that its form be caught. 
Unless its origin be first in thought : ' 
Else rebel Nature will reveal the cheat, 
And the whole work of art at once defeat. 

Hold forth upon yourself on no pretence, 
Unless invited or in self-defence ; 
The praise you take, although it be your due, 
Will be suspected if it come from yoo : 
For each man, by experience taught, can tell 
How strong a flatterer does within him dwell: 
And if to self-condemning you incline. 
In sober sadness, and without design 
(For some will slyly arrogate a vice 
That from excess of virtue takes its rise). 
The world cries out, why does he hither comet 
Let him do penance for hi^sins at home. 
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A iiMlM gift tt MiH lipMllMtef 

Shun tlM% MMllfd^^ii jpiImm tMk M te]F; - 

But if ooMrfted^ M»iiMwtlyt 

Too iMMd is Hi* wcMhM «f A iteid^ 

To ghro it 19 Cm wr Mllik Md. 

But Bi6 OM •wJJMj Ald» o^ — d offw^ 

To ftid^ aU ko Mt^MMh^d balM ; 

If sadi «bi «Mvi» ipiltof ott Ui art^ 

SoB^ ifMd Witt give a» MMdiMi off U»*Hrt| 

And w^ flMoUi jM % hiinff «■ fciiudMi mn, . 

That MTfM Un M^ond m^t to'ftlmidrt^ iHif 

Yet aliU ott lra& bertoir lids Mfk off loM^ 

Ne'er to niMiiod Ike tting yom ooa^ oypnive* 

Slnceiitj lies aiieli lo iiatto e i oImums^ 

She oft die fi«roeet of our fom diauait: 

No art she knowSy in natifo wfaitene ea dma^d^ 

Her thoQi^ all porOyand tiieieffDre all eoqiireif^d: 

She takes firoan Error Ha deformity ; 

And widiont her all other Tirtaea <itie. 

Bright flonroe of goodneasl to wbsj aid dMBend^ 

Watch o'er mj heatt, and all my worda atlbnd : 

If stttl then deign to set thy foot below. 

Among a race ^te poUik'd mto ahow. 

Oh! saye we firoin the jilfs diatembling part. 

Who grants to all all fiiYoars but her heart: 

Penrerts the end of charming for the fanae; 

To fawn, her business; fo deceiye, her aim: 

She smiles on this man, tips the "vHok on tkat. 

Gives one a aqoei^iA, ^pn^ %. Vad 1^;^ 
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Now jogs a foot, now whispers in an ear ; 
Here slips a letter, and there ^casts a leer; 
Till the kind thing the company throughout 
Distributes all its pretty self about; 
While all are pleased, and wretched sboa or late,' 
All but the wise, who see and shun tiie bait. 

Yet if, as complaisance requires to do, 
And rigid virtue sometimes will allow, 
You stretch the truth in favour of a friend. 
Be sure it ever aim at some good end ; ' 
To cherish growing virtue, vice to shame. 
And turn to noble views the love of fome : 
And not, like fawning parasites, unawed 
By sense or truth, be every passion's bawd. 

Be rarely warm in censure or in praise ; 
Few men deserve our passion either ways : 
For half the world but floats 'twixt good and ill, 
As chance ^^sgoeea objects, these the will : 
'TIS but a seesaw game, where virtue now 
Mounts above vice, and then sinks down as low. 
Besides the wise still hold it for a rule 
To trust that judgment most that seems most cool : 
For all that rises to hyperbole 
Proves that we err, at least in the degree. 
But if your tempef to extremes should lead. 
Always upon the indulging mde exceed ; 
For though to blame most lend a willing ear, 
Yet hatred ever vnll attend on fear : 
And when a neighbour's dwelling blazes out, 
The world will think 'tis time to look about. 

Let not the curious from your bosom steal 
Secrets where Prudence ought to set her seal ; 
Yet be so frank and plain that at one view 
In <)ther t^gs each man may see you dupoogh : 
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For if the mask of policy you wear. 

The honest hate you, aod the cunning fear# 

Would you be well receiyed where'er you go^ 
Remember each man vanquish'd is a foe. 
Resist not, therefore, with your utmost might, 
6ut let the weakest think he's sometimes right; 
He, for each triumph you shall thus decline^ 
Shall give ten opportonities to shine : 
He sees, since once you owned him to excel. 
That 'tis his interest you should reason well ; 
And though when roughly used he's full of choler, 
As blustering Bentley to a brother scholar^ 
Yet by degrees inure him to submit. 
He's tame, and in his mouth receives the bit* 
But chiefly against trifling contests guard, 
'Tis here submission seems to man most hard : 
Nor imitate that resolute old fool* 
Who undertook to kick against his mule. 
But those, who will not by instruction learn 
How fatal trifles prove, let story warn : 
Panthus and Euclio, link'd by friendship's tie. 
Lived each for each, as each for each would die; 
Like objects pleased them, and like objects pain'd; 
Twas but one soul that in two bodies reign'd. 
One night, as usual 'twas their nights to pass. 
They plied the cheerful, but still temperate glass, 
When lo ! a doubt is raised about a word ; 
A doubt that must be ended by the sword : 
One falls a victim, mark, O man, thy shame. 
Because their glossaries were not the same ! 
Could Bailey's self more tenderness have shown 
For his two tomes of words, though half his own! 

For what remains of failings without end^ 
Morals must some, and some the laws must mend. 

• Ctesipho. 
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While olheiB in nieh nioniltrous fomis uppear. 
As tongue-tied sonmeu, BI7 BUBpicloQ'B leer, 
Free-fisted rudeness, dropsical pretence, ' 
ProteDi' caprice, and elbowing insolence; 
No caution to avoid them they demand, 
Uke wrelchea branded by the hangman's hand. 

If faitli to some philosophers be given, 
Man, thatgreat lord of earth, that heir of heayen, 
SaTBge at first, inhabited the wood. 
And scrambled with hie fellow-brutes for food ; 
No social hone be knew, no friendafaip's lie, 
S«lfiBb in good, in ill without ally; 
Till some in length of time, of stronger nerre 
And greater cunning, forced the rest to serve 
One cosmion parpose, and, in nature's spite, 
BroDght the whole jarring species to anile. 
But might we not with equal reason say, 
That every «ng1e particle of clay, 
Which forms oar body, was at first detign'd 
To lie for ever from the rest di^join'd T 
Can this be said, and can it be allow'd 
Twas with its powers for do one end endow'dT 
If so; we own that man, at first, by art 
Was soothed to act in social life a part 
Tis true, in some the seeds of discord seem 
To contradict this all-uniting scheme: 
But that no more hurts nature's general CODIW 
Than matter found with a repelling force. 

Turn we awhile on lonely man onr eyes, 
And see what ftantio scenes of folly rise : - 
In some dark monattery'i gloomy cell*. 
Where formal self-preaumii^ Virtue dwells, 
Bedosed with dreams of grace-diatllling okie*, . 
Of holy poddies, unctmsnminB grares, i^ 
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Of animated plaster, wood^ and stone^ 
And mighty cures by sainted siimets done. 
Permit me. Muse, still further to explore. 
And turn the leaves of superstiticm o'er ; 
Where wonders upon wonders ever grow. 
Chaos of zeal and blindness, mirth and woe; 
Visions of devils into monkeys tum'd *, 
That hot from hell roar at a finger bum'd ; 
Bottles of precious tears that saints have weptt. 
And breath a thousand years in phiaJs li^^ptl; 
Sunbeams sent down to prop one friar's staffs, 
And hell broke loose to make another laugh |; 
Obedient fleas 1[, and superstitious mice**; 
Confessing wolves tt> and sanctifying lice^t; 
Letters and houses by an angel carried §§; 
And, wondrous ! virgin nuns to Jesus marriedlH. 
One monk, not knowing how to spend his time, 
Sits down to find out some unheard>of crime ; 
Increases the large catalogue of sins. 
And where the sober finish, there begins. 
Of death eternal his decree is pass'd, 
For the first crime as fix'd as for the last. 

• St. Dominick, vide JanMnins (Nic). 

f Of oar Savionr and others* vide Ferraad. 

t Of Joseph, vide Molinaeaoi. 

§ St. Cathro's, vide Colgannm. 

H St. Anthony. 

% Vide Life of St. Colman, by ColganiM. 

** The same Life, by the same aathor. 

tt" Vide Specolaoi Vitae sancti Frandsci. 

tt ^t. Mnnnu feathered those that dropped from him, and p«t 
them in their place again, vide Act. Sanctorum. 

^ From St. Firman to St. Coiomba, vide Colganam. Chapel 
of Loretto. 

/fl Mari« de U V\»ua\on, ^\A* Viftt \iS%>k^. 



While that, as idle and as pioiu too, 
Componnda with false religion for the true j 
He, courtly usher to the bless'd abodes, 
Weighs bU the nicetieB af forme and modee; 
Aod makes tfae ragged paths so smooth and evm, 
None bat an ill bred man can miss of heaven. 
One heaten-inspired inyents a frock or hoodj 
The tailor now cuts out, and men grow |;ood. 
Another qnils his stockings, breeches, shirt, 
BecaoBe he fancies virtue dnells with dirt: 
While all concur to take away the stress 
From weightier points, and lay it on the less. 
Anxions each paltry relique to preserve 
Of him whose hungry friends they leave to starve, 
Harara'd by watchings, ahatincoce, and chains; 
Strangers to joys, familiar grovm with pains; 
To all the means of virtue they attend 
With strictest care, and only miaa the end. 
Can Scripture teach us, or can sense persuade. 
That man for such emploirments e'er was made? 
Far be that thonght! but let us now relate 
A character, as opposite as great, 
In him who living gave to Athens fame. 
And by his death immortalized her shame. 
Great scourge of sophists! he from heaven brought 

And placed true wisdom on the' usurper's throne : 

Philosopher in all things, but pretence ; 

He taught what they neglected, common sense. 

They o'er the stiff Lyceum fbrm'd to rule ; 

He o'er mankind; all Athens was hia school. 

The sober tradeaman and smalt pcttt-BialM, 

Great lords and wits, Id OtAt ovm «;<*. tfl^ 




With him gi^' 
He Bpoka Uk* 

Nor wept, ntr In^M ift 

But left to 

View him wt& 

Or crownM wt&':lfM»aft tte JOffU 

Inanlted Iqr ft paflflA^ aqlqf wilb,- 

Or at the b«r foMJjqwMi lo IqmUs Ufei 

HliatmoT 

Sublime with ewe, ivith OQpdMMMl^ atmif J 

Yet eoom'd to^flsNsr Yke, ^ viftw I|Imm4 

Nor chaaged to pliMa» but f leooed booMoe the 



The MUM bgr Meadi Odnefi'jl, bgr iboo idOaloody 
StUl oMiflhetod, vhMrf^ mild, ud good. - 
Behold one p«gaB» dimra lo qploani fldnt^ 
Ootrttoe ten thowiond woriw^ jthoe^ ooA aaohit I 
Here let us iix our .foot^ h^pte tUco our Tiew, 
And learn to try iaiae merit br the true. 
We see when reason stagnatee in die brain. 
The dregs of fancy cload its purest yein ; 
But circulation betwixt mind and mind 
Extends its course and renders it refined. 
When warm with youth .we tread the flowery way, 
All nature charms, and every scene looka gay ; 
Each ol^t gratifies each sense in turn, ■ - 
Whilst now for rattles, now for nymphs we bum-; 
Enslaved by friendship's or by love's soft smile. 
We ne'er suspect because we mean no guile : 
Til), flush'd vnth hope from views of past success 
We lay on some main trifle all our stress ; 
When lo ! the mistress or the friend betrasrs, 
And the whole fancied c^ismX <A\s& displays : 
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Stuim'd with an ill that from ourselves arose, . 
For instinct ruled when reason should have chose^ 
We fly for comfort to some lonely scene, 
Victims henceforth of dirt and drink and spleen. 

But let no obstacles that cross our views 
Pervert our talents from their destined use ; 
For, as upon life*s hill we upwards press, 
Our views will be obstructed less and less. 
Be all false delicacy far away. 
Lest it from nature lead us quite astray ; 
And for the imagined vice of human race 
Destroy our virtue, or our parts debase ; 
Since God with reason joins to make us own, 
Tliat 'tis not good for man to be alone. 

8TILUKGFLEET. 



RETIREMENT. 

9in ^pistU to Br^ T^ntts. 

When on the stage Bays bids the' eclipse advance, 

Earth, sun, and moon confounding in the dance ; 

If critics wisely act, who damn the fool 

Outraging nature and transgressing rule ; 

How in the world's mad dance shall we forbear 

The serious censure or contemptuous sneer? 

When every age and every rank is found 

Treading a like absurd, unnatural round ; 

A round that rules not only forms of state, 

But governs all the affairs of all the great. 

Look o'er the military list, you'll find 

The supple coward, whose ignoble mind 

With slavish sufferance joina l\ift l«.NWsarv\£%^^^^'k 

Watching bia smiles, and Y>eiid^% Vft \i^ V^v^'^> , i 
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Rise o'er tiie brsre man's head, and anatdi tbe place 

His scofn'd but modest wmrth was form'd to grace. 

Nay, when we groan distemper'd with our paiO| 

And the fierce fever boils in every Tein, 

Proad to the very confines of the grave. 

By the long wig we jndge the skill to save. 

Or what avails in Waibnrton to find 

The power of genius, soal of science join'df 

The sacred mitre dignifies his brows 

Who lowest to the nnletter'd coortier bows. 

Too jnst to flatter, and too brave to lie, 
From such a world the sons of Virtue fly : 
Yet, bless'd with innocence, how few can find 
What to supply the mighty void of mind ! 
Becalm'd, and wanting oars, they ask the gale 
Of others' breath to swell the flagging sail; 
Or, without pilot their light bark to guide. 
Float at the mercy of each varying tide. 

O, teach us, for you know, to be alone. 
And all the' advantage of retirement own ! 
Let us that greatest blessing learn of you, 
To view ourselves, nor tremble at the view. 
And let me bless you ; for your friendly care 
Removed me from the world, and placed me here; 
And taught me, in the boiling heat of youth, 
To^ hear the voice of reason and of truth ; 
Willing your friend that happiness should find 
Which gilds your shades and calms your spotless 
mind. 

From the reflections these calm scenes allow, 
?l^ch of myself and of the world I know; 
J ^w that liberty, man's greatest boast, 
Jf in the chase of wVLd Mi^Vetf«i.Vc«l\ 
j™»laved to a\\ the ^Mn^e% ol %VaXft, 
-I He passions and the toVNie» <A ^^^ «N»fc« 
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Nor are the great more free ; their constant train 
Drive the fair goddess to the humble plain ; 
Their actions closely watch'd, their words mark'd 

down, 
And even their very thoughts no more their own ; 
Pursued by flatterers, parasites, and knaves, 
What are they but the veriest slaves to slaves ? 
And what concludlBS this pageantry of life? 
The axe of justice or the murdering knife. 
Bribing and bribed to grasp the dazzling prize,. 
And labouring in their country's fall to rise ; 
Tarpeia's just return their treachery yields, 
No golden bracelet, but the' overwhelming shields. 

There are who free midst all their greatness live, 
If the name free to that we rightly give. 
Which follows (slavish term ! ) passion's strong gust. 
The heat of appetite, and rage t>f lust. [chase. 
For heaven's bright queen a gilded cloud they 
Aiid monsters issue from the rude embrace : 
Yet the false form their ravish'd hearts adore. 
Held in vain raptures by her wanton lore. 
Meanwhile pale Virtue groaning on the ground, 
With all her ruin'd honours scatter'd round, 
Insulted lies, and with indignant shame 
Blushes to see the pageant's guilty fame. 

O heaven-descended Freedom ! if thy voice, 
Assuasive yet, can fix the doubtful choice. 
Lead us, O, lead us to sequester'd shades. 
Where Reason rules, and not one lust invades; 
Far from the life of vanity or care. 
From grandeur, folly, passion, pride, and fear. 
Thou, when the wise, by contemplation led. 
The darksome grove or winding v«i\s£^ ^«^> 
Wilt join the walk, andbT%«A5aftVii\»^aafc>«^»s^^ 
The sweet complaceiiGe oi a xukBdi «X\ft!<^\ 



ianucn. nukrji. 

Wten pwrar WMoa, hdghten'd wMam low. 
An HiMdley'i cahnnew; w « Senfh's glovr^ 
Then m&r dependntty udbj aone c o afla a d , 
W6Mltiieiob«rdictetMoftiiemiiid; '^ 
Then dan m'gl?« the fenerotte imile toltovr. 
Not benly fHlidoB'd ft«n •BOther'a hnm; 
Or lit er mOk, oBcanbv'd with the tnhi 
That swirile tiie little gnat and ■nanly fate; 
Ovr gnaid pim-innocNnoe end idedim hflfii 
Men ioleaB than tiM tediow peBpof^Unfa. 
Thia^ tiiia ia fraedoml O'w llw peiwelU pfatea 
In aU her ^ly bright the gdddMB 
Behcdd lier winninip and m^|eatie airl 



The kwB befbra her theb inn. gnaidiaBi tear; 
Plentgr, end Peaee, and Indaahry, audi W«ddb| 
And aweet Gententy and efer UooaiBig Ifanlft 
Attend her aide; J07 aheda hie BBllea anioids- 
Each Moae walka honoipr'd, and eaeh •SeiflMi 
crown'd; • Jneafl 

Whilst pleased she yiews her chariot irheela he* 
Ambition^ Pride, Lost, Fortune, Fear, and Death. 

Forgive a verse the love of virtae waim% 
Nor think these only visionary charma; 
You'll find them, listening to the moral strain^ 
More than a flattering fiction of the brain. 
Come then, with me the heat of rapture quit; 
Hear sober reasoning in exchange for wit; 
Preach on the world; but first tiie text divide; 
Of business first, of pleasure next decide. 

How can the man, whose every thought ta pelf 
Search his own mind and look into himself f 
Unheard, without, all grave reflections wait, 
Like humble suitors at a great man'a gate; 
Intent on eac\i \o'\v oxtifiA^ Xx^ ^Suim^ 
Strangers to wtofc MidL^&«siB»ftcw»ta«s^Ttav. 



An hoDCBt IDBD, if honest socb may be, 
Breathes, man; a algh, and irishet to be free ; 
But, libe the Roman parricide, is found 
With serpents, dogs, and apes shut up nnd bound. 

Hon are the silken sons of pleasure lost, 
In all her wild rotations madly toss'd '. 
The flowery round unthinkingly the; tread, 
Where Tanities to yanlKes succeed ; 
Amaseinents ever new their reason blind, 
Hope plays before, but mockery steals behind. 

Lead them from these pursuits, at some graTe 
To the calm garden or BequeBter'd bower ; [hour. 
Collected there each scatter'd beam of thought. 
They learn to think and reason es they ought; 
Fame drops the wreath ; the pageantry of power 
And wealth's own magic cheat the sense no more : 
No more the wanton ask the painted toy, 
TrOB solid pleasures realize their joy ; 
lltey find that happiness in reason lies, 
Keason, that makes us and that keeps us wise. 

Nor end we here : new joys enrich the scene 
In the calm sunshine of a soul serene. 
On life's wide sea unsteadily we sail. 
Sport of the dashing tide or driving gale : 
Or Hiqie misleads the flatter'd sense, or Fear 
Embitters each tnmnltBous hour with care ; 
£>ch convniation {huds ; an every side 
Fancied m real insnlts hurt our pride ; 
We piBB with smy >t the prospetoos elate, 
Bnt toMdie head) and mock the'nnfortnwite: 
In PaMiiM'i ciddy whirl we Tiinl; strire, 
C^vene in atom*, and In a t«npeet live. 
But, bom the woiU retind, ^« tml %a».-t«A. 
IFlfcA eelaw the tronbled OCMU sA 'iM\iMta^\ 
roL.1. %B 
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The distant imageB, erewhile so gay. 
Languid and fiednt upon the iascy play ; 
And with them every image dies away. 

Still let me raise the Terse, and point the road 
That leads through Nature up to Nature's God : 
The heighten'd theme requires a stronger wing, 
' The God, the God, thjB Tocal valleys ring.' 
On every mountain we confess his- power. 
In every bush the still small voice adore; 
When 'mongst yon voierable oaks I rove, 
I own the Deity that fills the grove ; 
If the sage tree no voice prophetic gives. 
If in its bark no fabled Druid lives. 
He gave each towering- trunk to rise, he spread 
The waving foliage of each reverend head; 
Known in each leaf unfolding to the spring. 
Seen in each insect of the meanest v^ing. 
Found in each herb, each flower that decks the field, 
In every walk conversed with and beheld : 
Bless'd intercourse ! when deigns with men to join 
The' all gracious presence of the Power Divine; 
When, great example of primeval grace, 
Man communes with his God as £ace to face. 
Hence, hence, ye vain, with all your pomp remoTe ; 
For kings and courts, quit all the wise approve; 
For kings and courts,- the godhead and the grove! 

There are who feel these truths, the joy serene, 
Hie humble blessings of the rural scene ; 
But false desires their erring judgments cheat. 
And ruin all their bliss to make them great. 
Fools ! not to know that happiness and pride, 
Things inconsistent, will not be allied ; 
That Natoxe, cTOivia^ no luxurious fisast. 
Asks but a \vtt[\e> wA x^^^w^ ^^^ ^twx. 
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Not that this lust of pomp would be so ill, 
Could we, like Joshua, bid the sun stand still ; 
Or to our wishes set a certain bound, 
Stop when we reach it, nor aspire beyond : 
But here not more than foolish children wise, 
Who covet every star that decks the skies ; 
The skies appear to their unjudging sight 
As resting on yon hill's aspiring height ; 
-The*little wantons pant and glow with joy. 
Eager to gather up each sparkling toy ; 
Their breasts in vain a nearer hope inspires, 
The moving sky, as they advance, retires ; 
'Till, having gain'd the summit, they deplore 
The flying stars as distant as before : 
Than these no vnser we our wishes bound. 
The bound we find. Content is never found ; 
Still we toil on in warning Nature's spite, 
Fix no horizon to our appetite ; 
Run the same round vnth never resting haste, 
Till death the' enchanted circle bursts at last. 
Wouldst thou be bless'd ? Thy false desires resign ; 
Now, now retire ; the future is not thine : 
Dare to be wise ; for he that here delays. 
The clovni upon the river margin stays* 
Expecting till the passing stream be dried. 
Still glides the passing stream, and vdll for ever 
glide. 
But how retire? Shall we, like Timon, fly 
From all mankind, and in a desert die? 
In fretful pique, or indolence, forego 
Life's Yarious duty and its coBiforts too? 

* Baiticm expeetat dom defiant amnin : at ilia 
Labitnr, et Jabttar in onwe iio\ii\)ll\» vrium. ^ ^^ 
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Em^ kMdy w«d ^Mcial joy suppress, 
N« fciw id to oowfort, sad bo child to bless? 
A ImMber^ Miss wA fed, nor wants relieve, 
A«d Hes^ws^s <mik fiAs vatluuikfully receive ? 
MsB^s oooHMHi Bstore, cooibmhi good resign'd, 
TW mi i BkA g ^ expletix^es of kmnan kind? 

Or, ssy, too libend for ascetic hate, 
SluUl we Suitilius^ bovaties imitate? 
Tliiak to retire b«t to forsake the town^ 
A«d carry all its noise and nonsense down ? 
Cafelt ^ rtptare of the silent hour. 
No shade sequestor'dsottgkt, no thoughtful bower; 
Drive sage Reiectioa from her finvour'd groves, 
Haunts of oMid bacchanals and lawless loves ; 
With Riot*s voice bid every echo ring, 
And fright the Muses from their wood and spring? 

Oh ! Hwixt the mad extreme on either side 
Lei wisdom lead us> or let C — d guide. 
Above the vanity of greatness great. 
His decent life even sanctifies retreat : 
By him superior wealth is understood 
But a superior order to do good ; ^ 
Hence the deserving poor receive their part. 
Large like his fortunes, liberal as his heart. 
Strong manly sense adorns his open mind. 
And much he knows, and knows for all mankind; 
Lover of justice, faithful to the laws. 
The person he respects not, but the cause ; 
Hence from litigious suits and quarrels free 
Contending parties hear him, and agree. 
The general good thus studious to improve. 
The common parent claims our common love. 
Fair, wise, and %ood^ his all accomplished race 
Each virtue em\i\a.l&) T«Aft«X «w3bl ^t%K»\ 
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Hence the pure flow of priyate happiness, 
And he lives bless'd by all who lives to bless : 
These joys in Spargrove's sweet retreat he found. 
And all the cheerful country smiles around. 

Ye venerable groves, whose opening glades 
Invite the museful wanderer to your shades ! . 
Ye birds, whose honied notes enthral the ear. 
Wake the bright mom,the darksome evening cheer ! 
Ye fountains, murmuring music as you flow ! 
Ye flowers, that on their purple margins ^low ! 
Ye winds,that o'er those flowers soft breathing play, 
Calm the hot sky, and mitigate the day ! 
Take me, O, take me to your loved retreats ; 
All, all conspire to bless me with your sweets ! 
Here in your soft enclosure let me prove 
The shade and silence of the life I love ! 
Not idle here ; for as I rove along 
I form the verse and meditate the song ; 
Or mend my mind by what the wise have taught. 
Studious to be the very thing I ought : 
Here will I taste the blessings of content, 
No hope shall flatter, and no fear torment ; 
Unlike the sea, the sport of every wind, 
And rich with wrecks, the ruin of mankind, f 
My life an honest, humble praise shall claim. 
As the small stream, scarce honour'd with a name, 
Whose gladdening waters through my garden play. 
Give a few flowers to smile, then glide away. 

REV. R. POTTER. 
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AN EPISTLE TO A LADY. 

CLAimfDA, dearly lored, attend 
The comisels of a fiuthfal friend ; 
Who, with the warmest wishes fraught. 
Feels all, at least, that friendship ought! 
But since, by ruling Heaven's design, 
Anotiier's fate shall influence thine ; 
O I may these lines for him prepare 
A bliss which I would die to share. 

Man may for wealth or glory roam. 
But woman must be bless'd at home ; 
To this should all her studies tend. 
This her great object and her end. 
Distaste unmingled pleasures bring. 
And use can blunt afl9iction*s sting ; 
Hence perfect bliss no mortals know. 
And few are plunged in utter woe ; 
While nature, arm'd against despair. 
Gives power to mend, or strength to bear ; 
And half the thought content may gain. 
Which spleen employs to purchase pcdn. 

Trace not the fair domestic plan 
From what you would, but wliat you can ! 
Nor, peevish, spurn the scanty store, 
Because you think you merit more ! 
Bliss ever differs in degree. 
Thy share alone is meant for thee ; 
And thou shouldst think, however small. 
That share enough, for 'tis thy all : 
Vain scorn w\\\ a%^Bt«x«Xfc dzAtrasa^ 
And only make ^aXYiMX^Vjia. 



Admit frhftteier trifle* come, 
Units compose the largest sum ; 
O ! tell tbem o'er, and say haw vain 
Are those which form smbition'i train : 
Which snell the iiKuiarcb's gorgeous state. 
And bribe to ill the guilty great ! 
But thou more bless'd, more wise than these, 
Shall build up happiness on ease. 

Hail sweet content! where joy serene 
Gilds the mild soul's unruffled scene ; 
And, with blithe fancy's pencil wrought. 
Spreads the white web of flowing Uiaught ; 
Shines lovely in the cheeritil fiice. 
And clothes each charm with nabve grace ; 
Efl^ion pure of bliss sincere, 
A vestment for a god to wear. 

Far other ornaments compose 
The garb that shrouds disaembted woes. 
Pieced out with motley dyes and sorts. 
Freaks, whimsies, festivals, and sports; 
The tronbled mind's fantastic dress, 
Which madness titles happiness. 
While the gay wretch to revels bears 
The pale remains of sighs and tears ; 
And seeks in crowds, like her undone, 
What only can be found in one. 

But, chief, my gentle friend ! remove 
Far from tliy conch sedociDg love 1 
O ! shun the false magidian's art. 
Nor Inut thy yet w^narded haartl 
Charm'd by hit cpelli fair hooMU llie«. 
And thansand treachetons ^untrans riae : 
Where guilt in beftuty's ray beguiles, 
And ruin larks in frinidaUp'i mSiea. 
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Lo ! where the enchanted captive dreams 
Of warbling groves and purling streams; 
Of painted meads, of flowers that shed 
Their odours round her fragrant bed. 
Quick shifts the scene, the charm is lost, 
She wakes upon a desert coast! 
No friendly hand to lend its aid. 
No guardian bower to spread its shade ; 
Exposed to every chilling blast, 
She treads the* inhospitable waste ; 
And down the drear decline of life 
Sinks a forlorn, dishonoured wife. 

Neglect not thou the voice of Fame, 
But clear from crime, be free from blame ! 
Though all were innocence within, 
'Tis guilt to wear the garb of sin. 
Virtue rejects the foul disguise : 
None merit praise who praise despise. 

Slight not, in supercilious strain. 
Long practised modes, as low or vain ! 
The world will vindicate their cause, 
And claim blind faith in custom's laws. 
Safer with multitudes to stray 
Than tread alone a fairer way ; 
To mingle with the erring throng 
Than boldly speak ten millions wrong. 

Beware of the relentless train 
Who forms adore, whom forms maintain ! 
Lest prudes demure or coxcombs proud 
Accuse thee to the partial crowd ; 
Foes who the laws of honour slight, 
A judge who measures guilt by spite. 

Behold the ea^e Kut^VSa^ «teiid^ 
Dis^ace and fame %X\kfct «s«aiaBB^\ 
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As if Heayen's delegate design'dy 
Sole arbiter of all her kind. 
Whether she try some favoured piece. 
By rules devised in ancient Greece ; 
Or whether, modem in her flight. 
She tells what Paris thinks polite. 
For much, her talents to advance, 
She studied Greece and travel'd France. 
There leam'd the happy art to please. 
With all the charms of laboured ease ; 
Through looks and nods with meaning fraught, 
To teach what she was never taught. 
By her each latent spring is seen, 
The workings foul of secret spleen ; 
The guilt that sculks in fair pretence, 
Ot folly veil'd in specious sense. 

And much her righteous spirit grieves. 
When worthlessness the world deceives ; 

Whether the erring crowd commends 

Some patriot sway'd by private ends ; 

Or husband trust a faithless wife. 

Secure in ignorance from strife. 

Averse she brings their deeds to view, 

But justice claims the rigorous due ; 

Humanely anxious to produce 

At least some possible excuse. 

O, ne'er may virtue's dire disgrace 

Prepare a triumph for the base ! 
Mere forms the fool implicit sway. 

Which witlings with contempt survey. 

Blind folly no defect can see, 

Half wisdom views but one degree ; 

The wise remoter uses reach, 

Which judgment and expeneaoe \ev\ii 
VOL. r, % c 
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Whoever woald be pleased and pleaa* 
Must do what others do with ease. 
Great precept undefined by mle. 
And only leamM in Custom's school ; 
To no particular form confined. 
It spreads through all the human Idnd ; 
Beauty and wit and worth supplies, 
Yet graceful in the good and wise. 
Rich with this gift and none beside. 
In fashion's stream how many glide I 
Secure from every mental woe. 
From treacherous friend or open foe; 
From social sympathy that shares 
The public loss or private cares : 
Whether the barbarous foe invade. 
Or merit pines in fortune's shade. 

Hence gentle Anna ever gay, 
The same to-morrow as to-day, 
Save where perchance, when others weep, 
Her cheek the decent sorrow steep. 
Save when, perhaps, a melting tale 
O'er every tender breast prevail. 
The good, the bad, the great, the small, 
She likes, she loves, she honours all ; 
And yet if slanderous malice blame. 
Patient she yields a nster's fieune. 
Alike if satire or if praise, 
She says whate'er the circle says { 
Implicit does whate'er we do. 
Without one point or wish in view ; 
Sure test of others, faithful glass 
Through which the various phantoms pass. 
Wide blank, unfeeling when alone. 
No care, no joy, no thought her own. 
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Not thus succeeds the peerlesa dame. 
Who looks and talks and acts for fame ; 
Intent, so wide her cares extend, 
To make the universe her friend. 
Now with the gay in frolics shines, 
Now reasons deep with deep divines. 
With courtiers now extols the great. 
With patriots sighs o'er Britain's fate. 
Now breathes v/ith zealots holy fires, 
Now melts in less refined desires. 
Doom'd to exceed in each degree, 
Too wise, too weak, too proud, too free ; 
Too various for one single word, 
The high sublime of deep absurd. 
While every talent nature grants 
Just serves to show how much she wants. 

Although in combine 

The virtues of our sex and tliine : 

Her hand restrains the widow's tears. 

Her sense informs and soothes and cheers ; 

Yet like an angel in disguise, 

She shines but to some favoured eyes ; 

Nor is the distant herd alkw'd 

To view the radiance through the cloud. 

But thine is every winning art. 
Thine is the friendly honest heart ; 
And should the generous spirit flow 
Beyond where prudence fears to go. 
Such sallies are of nobler kind 
Than virtues of a narrow mind. 

KARL NVGtNT. 
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Like to the falling of a star, f ^' y^ 

Or as the flights of eagles are, \^'\^Sf 

Or like the fresh spring's gaudy hue,^^^ 
Or silver drops of morning dew, ^^ 

Or like a wind that chafes the flood. 
Or bubbles which on water stood, — 
E'en such is man — ^whose borrowed light 
Is straight call'd in and paid to-night. 
The wind blows out, the bubble dies, 
The spring intomb'd in autumn lies. 
The dew's dried up, the star is shot, 
The flight is pass'd — and man forgot. 

F. BEAUXO 
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